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As  a  forum  for  student  views  and  news,  The  Innis  Herald  strives 
for  excellence  in  thej)romotion  of  creativity.  It  is  both  fact  and 
fiction;  a  magazine  that  seeks  to  share  the  works  of  talented  artists, 
writers,  and  musicians. 

Do  not  call  us  a  newspaper.  We  do  not  have  a  world  beat 
news  section,  nor  do  wc  ever  hope  to  have  one  (at  least  anything 
that  vaguely  resembles  The  Varsity).  Only  regard  us  as  a  "  form  of 
escape  from  the  mundane  routines  of  scholastics  and  such."  We 
care  about  food  for  the  soul,  be  it  in  the  shape  of  beer,  or  otherwise. 

The  Innis  Herald  is  a  sophisticated  piece  of  indulgence.  We 
expose  the  tumultuous  minds  of  scandalous  inventors  and  probe  the 
shady  recesses  of  the  imagination.  We  attempt  to  enlighten  your 
jaded  view  of  T.O.  with  coloured  bits  of  info  on  current  gigs,  film 
festivals,  and  tasty  venues. 

Suffice  to  say,  we  of  The  Innis  Herald  staff  welcome  all 
facets  of  expression.  Write  us  a  song,  draw  us  a  picture,  send  us 
tapes  of  yourself  dancing  nude  in  the  rain.  Trivialities  are  common- 
place and  censorship  is  only  a  memory. 

Editor  -  in  -  Chief 
Diane  Sidik 
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rtaco  Building 


MOP  TO  GET  TO  US 


Qiiote  from  our  Prezl 

/  wrote 

this  quote  back  in  February, 
When's  it  going  to  print? 

-Andy  Ling 
ICSS  President  ' 
(Whciiyou  wriic  a  betuo-^quoie)^ 
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the  late  but  still  here  Innis  Herald 


Hie  Innis  Herald 
"a  pertny  4  yer  -thoughts,  a 
dollar  of  your  money"* 

The  "Executive "/people  vho  run 
around  screaming  In  a  hissyfit 
of  "w^ere  are  ( blank! ty- 
blank's)   (!(a#$%'^&*)  arti- 
cles!???"— tills  only  masked 
their  calm,  inner  peace  of 
mind: 

dkui£  sidik,  ejitor 
r.  muTToy  -assislant  edilor  in  charge  cf  layout  production! person  you 
blame  if  you  don't  like  the  way  this  looks ,  but  forgive  her  it's  her  first 
shot  at  laying  everything  out. 
borphan,  newly  elected  treasurer 
Stan  clian,  assislant  editor! treasurer  Jhm  last  year  but  a  guilditig 
light  in  foggy  chaos...  "we  love  you  Stan. " 

Editors/last  year's  staff  of 
nomadic  yet  creative  wanders — 
-where  are  you  my  children? 
Come  back  home  to  305. 

erinn freypons..J\ews  erin  sims...rarulom  thoughts 
robjudgei-graphics  sally  blake...co-edilor  deb  lamb..  Jiigh  goddess 
of  layout,  lhanx for  latenightlc^emoon  advice  george  stone,  alan, 
michaeLsaintscfthe  layout  team  Caroline  meyer -photography 
Charles yung..jiistribiition  EdChee ..Jnnis Logo 

Lovely  people  vrtio 
contributed/new  editors 

Antonia  Lee...  art  &  lit.  (hooray!  she  got  people  to  submit  stuff!  She 
shines,  as  usual).  Noanti  Freeman...music  Stan  Chan,,  tM.a.  HJC.C. 
WJ^L.  Linda  Calvin  Krisljan  Ahronson 
Ed  Gass-Donnelly  Marijke  de  Looze  Diana  Holec  Kelly  Shaw 
Jayda  Stewart  Borphan  Craig  Morrison  David  Zaks  Kevin  Thirds 

Location : 

Innis  College 

2  Sussex  Avenue  T.OJHogtown  (because  Harris  is  ltere.)M5S 
US  Room  305  ( Old  Building)  follow  tlie  map  you'll  get  lliere 
eventually.  Wear  your  runriers-bts  of  stairs.  But  it's  all  worth  it 
(416)978^748  Fax (416)978-5503 

OflSce  Hours:  To  be  announced 

Tiig  Innis  Herald  ij  u  moniJtly,  siudeni-run  ne\vspcp<r  of  Jnnis  CoUege-  As 
noted  Ui  our  Consrinuion,  iliis  paper  can  senv  as  a  mams  of  conmurJcanon 
beiwx'cn  College gtvups  and  ,tudeTas.4andiitoseouaide  the  Innis  Compound^  ~a 
vcJiicJe  for  siuderj  unvh  eineni  in  Uie  college,  as  a/t  alternate  or  supplarwU  lo 
uivol\vnu:iii  in  oiher  areas  ofilic  College.  As  a  public<ihon.  ur  slrix'e  lobe  an 
alteniative  lo  iIk  other  caiupus  nc*\'spupers.  Tht  paper's  primary  goal  is  lobe 
fimandirrvvxTetU.  We  publish  iniclligait  thoughifiil .  /lumours  and  arrisac  pieces 
such  as  articles,  poems,  short  stories  wul  drim-iixgs.  Tfte  papcrs's  secondary 
^oal  is  to  keep  Imis  situle/us  informed  alnul  College  e>rno  and  concrrm.  We 
try  to  mainiain  a  liberal  xie^spoinl.  bui  uliimafety  all  opinions  i/j  cJie  paper  are 
amihutabk  only  to  their  ouifiors  VieinrwsWcvMhus  anopen-lencr  (Xflicy-so 
WRITE.  We rcsen-c ilte riglil to  cuty  submissions,  induding  scust.  ncut.  or 
liomopfKtbic  cottienis.  in  coivuttation  »ith  tiie  cjUltor.  All  vkTtring  submiiuti 
will  most  likely  be  published,  but  if  your  wwk  is  accompanied  by  Ote  aui}ior'f 
sigiuiiiirf  and  tdeplionc  numbcmo  nr  oin  coniaii  you  about  editing  or  pniise 
wur for  your  xiork/fced  you.  eU  -then  >ou  nrv  alntost  asswvd  qf  being  rr\rmi. 
SubinisstofL'!  that  are  sulminetl  on  a  Mac  diskette  in  Wofd5.i  wPagcMi^kerSO 
are  not  only  immensely  apprveiated-tlie  autfior  w  ill  be  deified  and  i*y  will  hoU 
celebrations  on  \our  behalf  luime  a  tiay  afler  yMi .  (IVoia  bene  jbr  those  m  /w 
submit  pen  on  piTfter :  we  lisyk  a  tittle  less  kir\Uy  on  \vu.  but  shucks  \\v'Uak£  it 
just  cuz  wv  loiv  you,)  Vie  x-tnts  a/ J  opi/uons  e-jjurssed  in  die  IfUiis  lleraiJ 
aiiribuic  only  to  Oteir  auiitors  and  da  not  rtfiect  0>e  opunons  of  Inrus  Collej^e 
aiul  the  studeni  lK\h:  But  since  you're  the  student  bodx.  ct»»e  in  a:id<:i^ue  wtth 
:is  or  w  rite  wur  ow  n  articles.  See  your  fkimf  in  pritu.'  lr\flame  millions^ 
Corrupt  ilie  elders!  Be  a  pan  of  the  Herald  Malestrom. 

•  One  dollar  of  every  Innis  sttdenj's  tncidenialfoes  gMS  w>»ianir  the  /nrtis  Herald  /iV 
yvurs  so  use  it  or  lose  it.  Wiiie-wY'rt  here  for  jtj  ins:rad  fkveritkilh-  saying  (my 
iwney goes  loTHF^M??.'.'.  write  Jl^ us.  It's  ni,>i  lUtis.'g.jnxitton-ii's  jusi  ihr  Hcmid, 


"  Htm  ^N.i(;is.>  Oshimj.  19~0). 


'PoSh  and  why  We're  thinking  of  yon. 


Tlxji  It  taPmi  WM  Mcl  Wilt  bis  notltr  iflJ  k» 
ia  jiJ      iaan  mi  ilir«  brodxti  ibJ  d^va 

-(in  (HI  lie  wM-eytd  Iwit  tw  tit  Xmgpe  riw. 


V^elcome  to  T.O. 
(f  you're  wew... 
HQve  fuh  ih  Ihhis 
Re^  if  you're  fh... 

I 

^rom  out  of  tOWh 
cihd  you  feet    /  , 

Very  easy  to  be 
lost  (h  the  crowd 
(especraUy  ih 
some  of  tke 
larger  classes).  * 

like  PSY  100  wiih  900.  No  joke. 
Bui  at  least  you're  in  ihc  hisioric 
Con.  Hall.  Sit  up  close, 
and  pray  that  your  prof  speak$ 
loudly. 


I'bW  |i«  Kd  tti 


Look 
bright 
one 


i  s 


CToiVxihg  clubs, 
teams  ahd 
meetihg  people 
rh  your  classes 
Will  ke  1  p  you 
figure  things  out. 
Yer  not  alone. 


on  the 
side-no- 
there  to 
scream  at  you  to 
get_  up.  V^^ 
miss,  they  don't 
notice. 

But  skip 


j Ud  i  c  i  ^'^^^yf'^i^n 

-you  don't. 
pay  $1^00 
to  skip  . 


Looking  for 

classes  is 

Occasionally 

frantic,  but  like 

everything, 

you'  1 1  get  used  t o 

j  -f  ^   (*One  trend  is  to  put  English 
classes  in  Chem.  buildings.  You'll 


Inn  NstMU         Miu  K  ut  turn  tnlicut 


gel  useti  to  it.) 
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Going  Out  in  Toronto: 
n  Beer  Perspectiue 


by  Cass  Enright 


As  ihis  issue  of  the  Innis  Herald  is  dedicated  to  the  first  year  students,  this  article  is  dedicated  to  educating  those  Tint  year  students  who  are  unfamiliar  with 
Toronto  and  good  Toronto  beer,  or  those  other  students  who  are  familiar  with  Toronto,  yet  still  drink  Molson  Canadian  at  bars.  The  information  in  this  article  has  been 
compiled  over  many  beer  outings  round  Toronto  by  the  Innis  Beer  Connoisseurs  Society  (IBCS).  Our  club's  primary  focus  is  to  experience  the  best  Toronto  beer  and 
pubs.  You  can  use  this  list  to  sample  some  of  Toronto's  finest  on  your  own,  but  you  should  also  join  the  club  (it's  free!)  to  experience  fully  what  Toronto  beer  has  to 
offer. 

Our  premier  beer  pub  in  Toronto  (remember  our  criteria  is  strictly  beer),  worthy  of  the  only  Golden  Tap  award  ever  given  out,  is  C'esf  What,  located  al  67 
Front  St.  E  at  19  Church  St.  (go  south  to  Front  St.  and  walk  east  to  Church,  and  there  are  two  entrances.)  This  pub  is  located  underground,  with  jagged  brick  walls  and 
couches  and  board  games  to  soothe  after  a  long  hard  day.  Their  beer  selection,  the  pub's  main  strength,  is  excellent  They  have  five  homebrews,  their  flagship  being 
the  Coffee  Porter,  a  very  dark  beer  brewed  with  roasted  coffee  beans.  Another  regular  is  the  Mild  Brown  Ale,  a  low  alcohol  ale,  but  the  other  homebrews  change 
regularly,  from  rye  beers  to  mountain  ales,  bittcra  to  chocolate  ales.  The  other  twenty  commercial  taps  consist  of  no  products  produced  by  Labatts  or  Molsons  (ve.ry 
respectable)  and  nothing  prtxluced  outside  of  Ontario  (very  noble).  This  is  no  place  to  go  for  a  Guinness  or  Smithwicks.  but  the  fine  Ontario  beers  they  have  are  great 
Try  the  Trafalgar  Brewery  selection,  normally  the  Abbaye  Belgian  Ale  or  possibly  the  Downrigger  Bock.  They  have  many  other  fine  beers  from  Wellington  County, 
Connors,  Hart,  Brick,  Thames  Valley,  Amsterdam,  Creemcm;  Springs  and  Niagara  Falls,  which  is  one  of  the  more  finer  breweries  in  Canaxia.  Worth  a  try  from  Niagara 
Falls  is  the  Apple  Ale,  the  Olde  Jack  Strong  Ale,  or  the  Brocks  Extra  Stout.  C'est  What  is  a  great  beer  experience  and  a  trae  example  of  a  Canadian-style  pub. 

One  of  the  more  famous  Toronto  pubs  is  the  Rotterdam  Brewing  Co.,  located  at  600  King  St.  W.  (walk  south  down  Spadina  and  go  west  once  you  reach  King 
St.)  This  pub  offers  what  is  probably  Toronto's  largest  selection  of  beers  (when  combined  with  their  boltied.beers,  of  course),  and  about  30  taps.  The  Roaerdam, 
however  has  been  in  a  decline  recently,  as  they  have  had  up  to  40  taps  online  and  more  of  their  homebrews  available.  Normally  they  have  three  or  four  of  their 
Amsterdam  homebrews  available,  usually  the  Amber  Lager,  Natural  Blonde,  Nut  Brown  Ale  and  Wheat.  They  also  offer  during  early  summer  a  Framboise,  which  is 
a  red-coloured  raspberry  flavoured  beer,  but  is  extremely  expensive.  They  have  the  standard  popular  brands  from  Upper  Canada  and  Sleemans,  plus  Moosehead, 
Creemoro,  Brick  and  others.  They  have  a  selection  of  about  ten  foreign  brews,  including  Double  Diamond,  Newcastle  Brown  Ale,  Beck  and  Grolsch.  An  interesting 
feature  of  Rotterdam  is  that  you  can  get  three  4  oz.  samples  of  any  of  their  beers  for  I  think  two  dollars  and  change.  This  is  a  good  way  to  sample  different  beets 
without  having  to  down  a  whole  glass.  Pretty  good  food  too. 

Another  good  pub,  if  slightly  out  of  the  way,  is  the  Bow  and  Arrow,  located  at  I954Yonge  St.,  north  of  Davisville  (at  the  subway  station  of  the  same  name.) 
They  have  1 4  tapped  beers,  a  good  selection  of  Wellington,  Niagara  Falls,  Amsterdam,  Creemore,  Upper  Canada  and  Hart.  There  are  no  foreign  beers  served  and  only 
two  nonbecrs  offered  (Labait  and  Molson  products.)  Take  special  note  of  the  Niagara  Falls  Brocks  Extra  Stout,  a  dark  beer  (very  yummy).  One  of  the  nicer  aspects 
of  the  Bow  and  Arrow  is  that  on  Saturdays  and  Sundays  (all  day)  their  pints  are  only  J3.99  (tax  included)  and  pool  is  free,  which  is  a  greatprice  for  both. 


So  now  you  have  a  small  taste  of  some  of  the  places  that  the  IBCS  may  frequent  on  a  pub  crawl.  However,  we  are  not  made  of  money  and  TTC  tokens,  so  we 
also  like  to  go  where  it's  cheap  and  close.  By  Innis  standards,  if  something  is  not  less  than  two  blocks  away,  it's  too  far.  So  here  is  a  list  of  some  of  the  local  places 
to  swill,  with  points  of  interest  (if  any). 

Selynn's.  St.  George  and  Bloor,  right  beside  the  shoe  museum,  the  place  with  the  yellow  overhang.  Adecent  pub,  with  a  few  beers,  but  the  main  draw  is  their 

$6.49  pitcher  (SO  oz.)  Thursdays,  the  best  being  the  Sleemans  Cream  Ale  or  the  Waterloo  Dark.  I  try  to  not  schedule  classes  on  Fridays  because  of  this  place. 

Ferret  &  Firkin.  Spadina  south  of  Bloor.  Close  to  Innis,  a  standard  English-style  pub  with  decent  selection  and  prices. 

The  Madison.  Madison  Avenue,  iij  between  Spadina  and  St.  George,  north  of  Bloor.  Innis'  customary  party  pub,  where  most  of  the  college-sponsored  pubs 
lake  place.  A  hefty  selection  of  beers,  but  an  equally  hefly  fee  to  get  them.  Go  when  Innis  is  willing  to  pay. 

The  Brunswick  House..  Brunswick  Ave.  and  Bloor  St  Probably  Toronto's  most  famous  pub,  and  you  may  be  tempted  to  go.  I  only  have  one  thing  to  say: 
don't.  You  really  don't  want  to  go  here,  but  if  you  do,  and  you  do  drink,  be  sure  to  ask  for  your  beer  in  the  bottle  with  the  cap  on.  Trust  me. 
Rowers,  Harbord  St  west  of  Spadina.  Another  decent  pub,  with  good  food  and  a  decent  lap  selection. 

There  are  a  number  of  establishments  on  Bloor  in  between  Spadina  and  Bathutst  St,  including  James  Joyce's  Irish  Pub,  The  Tip,  Pauper's  and  the  Lion 
Pub.  Notable  of  these  is  the  Lion  Pub,  where  they  always  have  $8  pitchers  (SO  oz.),  including  such  good  brands  as  Upper  Canada  Lager 

I  hope  this  little  guide  can  help  you  in  your  search  for  good  beer  in  downtown  Toronto.  Our  club,  the  Innis  Beer  Connoisseurs  society,  is  forever  dedicated  lo 
the  appreciation  of  fine  beers.  I  would  like  to  extend  an  invitation  lo  all  Innis  students  to  come  out  and  join  the  beer  club  when  it  begins  this  fall.  We  are  plarming  pub 
crawls  to  the  best  drinking  establishments  in  Toronto,  organized  tastings  of  the  LCBOs  great  selection  of  bottled  beers,  lours  of  local  breweries  (such  as  Upper 
Canada)  and  non-local  (Niagara  Falls,  Trafalgar)  plus  a  introduction  of  homebrewing,  the  art  of  crafting  your  own  beer.  For  those  who  love  beer,  rejoice,  the  beer  club 
is  here! 
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Not  King  of  tte  Hbdd,  but  a  fine  man  of  gimt  (tew- 
ing) knowledge. 
He  is  your  guicte  to  tewing.  Henjnsthelnnis 
Hometewing  Oub.  And  no,  liiis  doesn't  n^ean  the 

HemldhasastilL 


SCANDAL  ON  STAGE 


film 
at  11 


play  on 
Sept 
19th 


War  &  Sex 

Meet  at 
Midnight! 


The  women  of  Alliens  stage  a  scx-slrikc  lo  slop  the 
war.  Can  the  brave  Athenian  men  control  themselves? 
Or  is  peace  finally  in  the  cards?  Lysistralu  is  a  musi- 
cal comeOy  about  seduction  and  frustration,  war  and 
peace,  domination  and  submission.  Award-winning 
artistic  director  and  A.C.O.C.  founder  Creg  Robic 
brings  to  the  Poor  Alex  his  unforgettable  adaptation 
of  Aristophanes'  most  popular  and  explicit  comic 
masterpiece^  Lymlralu  will  run  Thursday,  Friday  and 
Saturday,  ONLY  AT  MIDNIGHT!  This  fnst-paccd 
play  is  an  excellent  reason  lo  stay  up  past  bed-time! !! 


Opens  September  28! 

Tickc(5  510,00-$1Z50 


Salvation  Lies 
in  Comic  Drama! 


A  rambunctious  musical-comedy  about  Socrates  and  his  fanatical  students  in 
Ancient  Athens.  This  preposterous  play  fcalurcs  irrevcrcnl  parodies  of  popu- 
lar .songs  from  Gilbert  and  Sullivan,  Wagner,  Verdi.  Bellini,  Mozurl,  and  even 
a  Slovenian  Polka,  Cluiuls  lends  itself  cffodlcssly  to  the  mtxlcrn  sugc,  «  iili 
Socrates  as  a  caricature  of  the  egocentric  univerNily  professor,  and  Ihc  vcr>' 
model  of  an  ancient  inielleciual.  When  originally  staged  by  Arislophaiics. 
Clouds  won  .Ird  prize  (out  ul  three  plays)  at  thc.Altienian  Festival  ol  Dionysos 
in  423  li.C.  At  the  Poor  Alc.s  'nicalrc  in  1995,  Cloiiils  makes  its  Iriuinpliam 


Opens  September  19! 
Tickus  S12.50-24.50 

(lnJ^>  CSr;  vxtc  imtt  liuiiQ  au)  l£ll 


musical  return, 


Gilbert  and 

Sullivan  Go 
Greek!!! 

U'  Jcr  ;iri(stic'  diraior  Cnc}i  Kobic,  ihc  Ancicnl  Comic  Opcrii  Co.  hii\  tlcvcloivj  ttiKumc  ol'ToroiUo'; 
tiiosi  ()rii!tn;il  .iiu)  cxt  iltng  llicalic  foni[)antcs.  Rnliic's  bold  Jiid  innuvjiivc  adiijM.ilions  of  ihcsc  v  his 
ML  mtncdk-s  prn\c  lliiil  Uk  (Iicckv  ucrc  not  only  tniyu'  :iiui  phiiosnphu  at,  Inii  ;dsu  inj'cnioiisly  runn> 
Si;i;'cd  ;i>  muimimK  (a-,  ihcv  wore  uriyinally  in  Ancicnl  (Iioclc).  these  tiMMeJics  U-.iluie  \]w  Ws\ 
knuwn  iik  iikhcs  linni  (iper.i.  oporctUi,  jnd  nlhcr  [Xipiiiar  f^onios  Jiun  ihc  \iK  loni  Coime  Opcr.i  Ci). 
stdii  lor  .111  c\eniM;'  d  bidicml  muisk  jI  (.onicdy  ni  one  nl  Idromi-'N  ihdnI  niiiin:ilc  Humkvn;  llic  lus 
tone  I'uurAiirx, 
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WmItIMS  foe  YOu  flLONi  OM  THi  CITY  iTESlT 

byAntonia  Yee 

a  is  now  five  minutji  past  seven  o'clock.  Thesun,altt¥XJghnok)n8ervisftteinlhesky,sti11somcdi<wma^^  lam  kite.  Bui  you  are  laicr,  so  I  wailto 

meet  you  alone  on  ihe  street 

And  1  am  scared,  allhough  il  is  daylight  —  because  it  is  daylight,  and  I  am  watching  you  and  ain  frightened  because  I  fear  that  j-ou  arc  watching  nic  too.  Maybe  1  jii.st  Ivivc  an  ego 
problem.  Maybe  I  believe  that  the  world  rcvoWcs  around  nw  and  ceases  in  exist  beyciid  what  1  know,  feel,  sec,  Iw  Maybe  lamjust  iracoire.  Mjybcyouan; 

thinking  exactly  what  1  am  thinking  and  1  am  not  so  unique  after  all. 

But  you  all  sceni  to  fit  in  here,  li  is  1  who  look  awkwanJ  and  alone  .«anding  outside  the  entrance  to  the  pool  hall.  You  walk  by  with  conficfcrre,  as  thxigh  you  are  going  .somewlicre, 
as  though  you  have  pu^xBe  to  your  presence.  Or  maybe  you  walk  by  in  ignoranoi  and  are  smiling  only  lo  yourself  as  you  daydream. 

So  I  watch  you,  the  woman  with  her  hair  all  donc-up  in  a  fancy  feivch  twist  tottering  down  the  sidewalk  cai  highhecls  oiRiing  over  the  cracks  as  yo«i  pass  nw  by,  will)  yi  )ur  irippled 
feet  and  raspberry  lipstick. 

I  sec  you  vvith  the  blond  hair  and  wonder  if  il  is  natanU  or  whether  you  colour  il  yourself  or  in  a  sakxi  The  girl  be^ 
am  in  ami  with  another  girt  decorated  by  a  ncsc  ring  spewing  that  lucking  siiect  slang  and  I  wonder  whether  you  ^ 

I  watch  Lhe  old  nm  go  by  wlxBe  hair  is  slicked  ewer  that  baUing  spot  on  the  lop  of  his  head  and  I  ask  myself  whether  his  h^ 
he  use  gel  to  get  thai  high  gkissy  shine  which  separates  the  strands  of  hair  into  ihose  thin  dumps  all  measured  exa^ 

I  watch  you,  the  young  man  with  the  black  leather  knapsack  all  clean-cut  and  clcan-Siaven  and  spaiAy  with  diose  telltale  car]*ooes  stuck  to  ihc  wax  in  your  ears  walking  down  the 
street  as  you  go  preceded  by  the  nimble  of  a  hectic  bass  and  wonder  that  you  haven't  been  hit  by  a  car  as  you  walk  through  traffic  oblivkxis  to  the  horns  and  not  choosing  or  not  rcmcnibcring 
to  turn  your  head  fixjm  side  to  skk:  before  you  cross. 

And  menially  I  am  cureing  you  because  you  are  lale  and  have  left  ine  just  standing  with  nodiing  to  do  but  kxiking  ridksilous  hovering  oulskle  fliis  door,  moving  only  to  let  patnms  in 
and  out  who  stare  at  me  absently,  and  I  naent  the  fact  that  I  believe  Ihey  arc  pitying  me.  "Stood^ip",  is  what  they  are  thinking.  And  if  il  were  night !  could  hide  in  the  enclave.  pn;ssing  myself 
against  its  dark  brick  walls,  camouflaging  like  a  chameleon  and  only  shclieting  my  eyes  frsm  the  occasional  bri^  glare  of  headlights  making  illegal  turns  on  the  city  strccl. 

I  see  you,  the  young  man  in  the  iridescent  purple  Mustang,  cruising  in  traffic  and  you  stare  at  me  for  a  lingering  moment  and  1  feel  uncomfonable  in  the  ihouglil  that  you  lliink  I  am 
staring  at  you  and  admiring  your  custom-painted  carandlamnoLlamnotlike  everyone  else  and  allhough  they  may  openly  stare  at  your  car  I  quickly  avert  my  eyes  because  I  don't  want 
to  be  seen  lotting  at  it — because  I  know  that  you  want  me  to  and  I  don't  want  to  give  you  Sicsatisfaljoa 

And  suddenly  I  sec  ahead  of  me  a  beautifully  polished  black  Kawasaki  and  I  remember  that  it  is  spring  and  the  sun  is  shining  and  that  1  wish  that  the  owner  wouU  sudtlcnly  appear 
out  of  a  nearby  cafe  and  I  would  ask  him  (I  know  that  it  is  sexist  to  presume  the  owner  is  a  him.  but  I  dream  that  this  is  so  because  maybe  at  this  moment  I  ju-st  want  to  liang  on  tighily  burying 
my  face  in  Ihe  smell  of  well-wom  leather  and  ihe  musky  gigolo  scent  of  Drakkar  Noir)  I  wouH  ask  him  to  please  take  me  for  a  ride  and  that  no,  I  don't  need  a  helmet  because  I  w.ml  desperately 
to  feel  the  tricing  wind  tearing  at  the  rools  of  my  hair  allhough  ihis  isn't  practical  and  even  dangerous  and  probably  again-st  the  law,..I  can  feel  my  scalp  Ungle  in  anlicipau'on. 

Right  now  though,  I  am  trying  haid  not  to  smoke  because  thai  is  what  1  always  do  when  I  am  wailing,  which  is  often,  for  it  always  seems  as  though  I  am  wailing  for  .wmcihing  exciting  to 
happen  in  my  life  and  I  don'l  know  what  it  is,  but  I  do  know  tliat  I  am  still  wailing,  although  not  for  GodoL  Or  if  I  am  not  standing,  or  sitting  and  wailing,  I  am  wandering  the  streets  alone  (1 
know  that  whatever  I  am  waiting  for  is  going  to  happen  jusl  to  me,  so  I  spend  time  alone,  in  hopes  that  whatever  I  am  waiting  for  will  happen  then,  since  il  is  only  happening  lo  me  and  no  one 
else,  so  Ihey  cannot  be  there  when  it  happens,  or  if  Ihcy  are  llicn  I  will  have  wasted  my  time  waiting  for  what  already  happened,  but  couM  not  happen  just  to  ine,  since  I  was  wiih  someone  else). 

So  I  am  trying  veiy  han)  not  to  smoke,  although  it  keeps  my  hands  bus.v,  the  hands  which  I  am  restraining  by  kaningon  them  behind  my  back  against  the  cool  brick  wall  aiul  1  imagine 
that  this  looks  awkward,  since  I  am  pasliing  my  stomacli  out  and  it  looks  as  thougli  I  may  be  five  monlhs  pregnant.  People  are  probably  clucking  ilicir  tongues  a.  'shirking  tlwir  licads  and 
lliinking,  "All  tliesc  teenage  motlicrs.  Drinking,  smoking  anddo'ing  drags  nodoubt,on  the  stiixtoutside  the  poolhallw-hileourtaxesgouplosupportlliescdeadbeals.''  Damn  them  any  way. 
although  I  am  not  pregnant,  not  smoking,  drinking  or  doing  drugs  outside  Ihe  pool  hall. 

I  will  not  have  a  cigarette  until  you  arrive  and  when  you  do  1  will  not  curse  you  for  be'ing  late  but  will  smile  and  answer,  "No,  1  haven't  been  wailing  bng",  wlicn  that  is  a  lie  and  I  have 
and  il  lias  fiighlencd  me  and  made  me  fee  uncomfortable.  But  after  the  fii«  game  of  snooker  I  will  forget,  so  there  is  no  point  in  bringing  II  up  now. 

1  look  around  to  make  sure  that  no  one  has  been  standing  on  the  stnxrt  as  long  as  1  have  and  tlxref  ore  knovrt  just  exacUy  how  Ion 
Ihe  nm  silting  across  Ihe  sti^t  so  that  I  can  only  see  his  head,  like  a  great  big  cardboard  cutout  pasted  over  Ihe  roof  of  a  b^  I  staixl  here,  dreading  the  people  who  walk  by,  glance 

at  me  and  are  gone,  only  to  return  waQiing  the  other  way  a  few  minutes  later,  and  that  yes.  I  have  been  standing  here  for  quite  a  while  now. 

And  then  Ihe  street  person  walks  by  me,  long  'nair  uncombed,  muttering  to  himself  about  Nazis  and  mermakls  and  1  think  lo  myself  —  I  am  not  so  much  different  from  you  because 
I  think  all  these  crazy  Ihoughls  in  my  head  only  I  do  not  speak  ihem  aloud  to  myself  as  I  walk  aimlessly  Ihe  city  streets  because  I  have  someone  lo  talk  to  about  these  things  and  relieve  my 
brain  of  diese  odd  iileas  whereas  you  probably  have  few  fiiends  and  few  people  willing  to  listen  seeing  as  you  smell  and  cannot  alTord  the  scent  of  deodoant  to  lure  and  maintain  a  captive 
audience  while  you  damn  Ihe  woild  and  inanimate  objects  with  equal  fervor  whk;h  have  commilled  o^ences  against  you  both  real  and  imagined  and  1  understand  that  you  need  to  speak  of 
these  things  aloud  toiid  yourself  of  your  ttxxightsorelse  you  will  go  mad.  And  since  you  have  noone  you  tell  them  to  yourself  and  all  this  I  understandand  I  sympathize  and  "if  you  warn  to 
tell  me  I  will  listea  Because  you  are  lonely  and  people  probably  look  at  you  the  way  that  they  are  looking  at  me  now,  1  can  underhand. 

And  then  I  see  the  hippie-lady  in  sandals  and  tong  flowered  skirt,  small  round  sunglasses  and  tang  miWly  wavy  brown  hair  parted  in  the  middle  and  spread  all  gracefully  like  a  giant 
carpel  down  your  back  andlthink  how  [mid  you  must  be  of  ilbecause  it  dunes  with  auburn  hi^ghts  in  the  sun  as  you  sway  ft^  skieio  side  laden  wiih  seemingly  heavy  environmentally 
friendly  shopping  bags  ovetftowing  wiSi  royal  chinette  plates  aid  plastic  fodcs  and  I  wonder  if  you  are  planning  a  psnk  outside  Queen's  Park  to  pfcket  against  taxes. 

And  I  am  drowned  in  die  overwtelrmng  feeling  that  everyone  here  betongs  to  this  iTXKaK  on  the  street,  each  person  a  care  fu^^ 
with  flw  pushed  in  pug-imse  faces  and  the  wotnan  with  the  daik  peadi-firzz  over  her  uppff  lip  and  ihose  fal  oU  nrai,  lumber 

bellies  which  hang  over  and  qiill  onto  their  panls_3nd  1  am  glad  that  their  pants  are  high  enough  still  that  their  sweaty  bum-oacks  are  nol  enjoying  the  sights  of  the  city  because  1  don't  really 
need  lo  see  that — these  people  are  beautiful  and  suddenly  I  wonder  if  pe(^le  see  me  as  one  of  the  tiles,  or  whether  lam  not. 

So  I  think  that  you  better  dainn  weU  have  a  good  excjise  for  being  late  (although  I  won't  ask  you  so  don't  wotry),  I  am  jusl  By  i^^ 
to  you  whenyou  wait  forme,  if  youare  frightened  too.  Or  if  becauseyouareainan  people  kxkatyoudifferenfly  like  you  have  ihe  right  tostand  in  frtml  of  this  goddainn  pool  hall  by  yours^ 

%11  day  long  and  still  betong  or  if  you  are  more  seciae  than  I  am  and  arc  not  uncomfortable  or  afraid  or  if  you  arc  just 
Sgimtant  to  the  people  on  the  street  and  it  doesn't  cross  your  mind  ihM  Ihey  rnight  be  thinking  of  you  or  maybe  you  jiist  pas^ 
SEPTCiViBCR  CALENDER  ^wr  time  in  an  cgocentrk:  waking  fant^. 

THE  POOR  ALEX 


This  Ain't  No  Stinkin  Joke  S  PAi 
(Stand  up  comedT) 


•  So  I  deckle  to  stnile  at  you  an  instead  of  tooking  miserable  as  I  stand  here  alone,bccaiBe  I  don't  want  your  pity. 
J  .So  I  glue  on  my  fake  smile,  not  loo  wide,  no  teelh  showing,  just  a  stupid  grin  and  you  probably  think  that  I  am 
%tmcd 

J        And  then  some  oW  guy  comes  up  and  asks  me  for  money  and  I  say  yes  and  pull  a  loonie  out  of  my  pockets  and 
1C  The  Thine  (Comedy)     SPAt  •giveiltohim.carefiilnottotouchhishaixl.arKlhcCtodblessesmeandwhatdoIgiveadamnifhcspcndsthatnKjncyon 

Jxjoze  becaise  il  is  his  and  whoever  said  you  can't  buy  happiness,  or  at  kast  a  cheap  thrill,  lied. 
12  AicGIII  St. /Haca^lne     SPA!  «        I  turn  my  attentkm  to  you,  a  slim  no-hipped  girl  you  kxA  like  a  model  and  I  wonder  if  you  can  even  give  birth 

i  kS    k  launch      SPAi  Jxxauseyourpelvisissotinylihinkthatlhey wouklhavetocTackitifyouwanicdtohavcanaiuralchildbirihi)ri)ihcr\v^ 

'*  Ulcttcd'b'V^He^en  ftumphrey)  "diey  will  have loslksyourstomachopen  and  maybe  ihaiwouki  leave  an  ugly  scarand you  kxiking  likeamixfclwiw^^ 

Jvant  that  Maybe  you  arc  dying  of  AIDS  and  that  is  why  you  are  so  pak  and  gaunt,  bul  that  is  none  of  niy  business  as  you 
19  little  Alex  Party  for  the    1CPM  •walkbymemskinyght|»iniEdonblackspai>dexpaniswhichcouklbctightsbuiarenot,widiyourmidritf 

Production  of  "Clouds"  5o<>-slwrtl-stocovciedbyaculoffjeanjxketwhkiiisa!l!iivcrybadlaste...butldonotcondcnmyoua.sasluibcvmsc 
( Ar  Is  Icphanes  1  launch  a  very  fit  body  and  if  you  got  it  why  not  Haunl  it  and  if  my  stomach  were  as  flat  and  flawless  as  yixrrs  I  would 

21  fund  Palser  (Peter  HenelmJSPAl     Iwant  to  adonj  it  with  shiny  metd  and  show  Ihe  w«ld  loo.  .,  , 

•  And  I  see  the  couple  in  their  late  twenties  strolling  down  the  sircci  and  I  know  ihai  you  iwo  arc  m  love,  aluxxigh 
26  Seraphim  tdltlcns       6:30PAi  ^oudonotn™akegoo-gooeycsateachothcrandyoudon'thoIdhandsilisasifyoursiHilsgoh.Tnd-in-h;uiddimiiUK'sa^^^ 

launches  Vyatt  Earp  In  Dallas       «md  you  arc  nol  fooling  anyone  allhough  you  try — andlcnvyyouol'yourctemalcompanii>n.sliiphec:ui.scisrriihaiwh;u 
t'PVi  'evciy'one  wants?  Tofmdsonieoncwhodoesn'tgetonycxjrncrvcsasmuchasevciyoneclse.sotlial  yimc;msivndnii»^ 

Bock'launch  '  wf  your  life  with  that  person  without  punching  Ihcm  in  ihe  head  or  going  insane. 

2S  little  Alen;  Part  Y  for  the    1CiPA\     *        And  suddenly  1  sec  you,  puppy-dog  countenance,  begging  fiitgivcness  in  Ihc  way  you  slink  up  Uinic.sliccpi.'ilily, 
Production  of  "lysis  trata"  Jcnawing  that  you  arc  late,  knowing  that  lhave  probably  been  waiting  and  I  smile  and  cnibraLV  you  and  ;iaswcr"Nii.  I 

(Aristophanes)  launch  ^uvcn'l  been  w-aiUng  long."  and  we  asccml  the  suirelo  the  pcxil  hall  arid  bclorcilKMVsigujiie^^^ 

Jbui  there  is  no  point  in  bringing  that  up  now.  Ibc  iiKimcnt  h;is  pavsoJ. 

the  innis  herald:  march/april  1995. 


HEY  WE'RE  FAMOUS!  WeU,  maybe  naquitc-yeJ.  Herevwaregraluitou!Jypluggingthe(original!)woAofscvena«oyear 
old  Ed  Gass-Doonelly,  a  young  playwrighl  on  his  way  to  certain  Eame,  fortune  and  flocks  of  fanatics  foDcwiiig  him.  His  cttdits 
inc  hide  Ihe  pnstigious  Johi)  Fisher  award  from  the  Eiobkx)l«  Sdvxjl  of  the  Alts,  m 

Omatio  Scars  Drama  Festival,  as  well  as  acting,  directing  and  composing  music  for  pnxiuctians  such  as  The  Good  Doctor, 
Rumouncf  Our  DeaJh, Never  SwimAlone,  and  his  latest  writing  and  directing  feat  5«£)icJtani/ /aw  (wtiidv  incidentally.  I  had 
the  immense  pleasure  of  seeing  this  August)  So  Ed,  good  luck  in  the  fiituiB  and  may  the  artistic  Gods  be  with  you!!!  Look  for  Ed's 
upccmbng  productions  next  sununer  in  conjunction  with  the  Looking  Glass  Stage. 


I'm  m  this  place 

And  it  is  vcty  dark. 

1  cannot  see  past  my  own  eyes. 

There  is  a  thick,  musty  fog 

Which  slithers  it's  way 

Along  the  bottom  of  the  forest  floor. 

Theit  are  so  many  elders 

Who  stand  in  their  wisdom 

Protecting  us  ftxjm  the  harshness  of  nature. 

Wc  seemed  to  come  here  with  ambition. 
An  idea  flashed  before  us. 
Like  the  instant  you  missed  something 
Which  was  monstrously  imporeuiL 

Now,  I  am  like  bU  others. 
I  am  in  my  unclothed  stale. 
Wc  are  together  heic. 
Everything  is  more  natuiBl 
TTian  could  be  fell  with  the  heait 
Only  pleasantries  arc  here. 

...The  cool,  misty  bteaJi  of  new  air 
-.The  soft,  signalling  breeze  of  the  night. 

There  exists  only  te  which  is  necessaiy 

All  other  irrclevancics 

Are  disrt^gaided. 

They  are  put  aside. 

To  bask  in  the  shadow  of  yesterday.- 

As  we  lie  here. 

Feeling  nolliing  but  warmth  and  comfort, 
1  can't  possibly 

Think  of  things  that  peipetually  annoy  me. 
There  is  a  difference  heie. 
There  is  a  difference  here. 

Anyone  could  feci  this. 

Anyone  could  feel  this  with  their  heart. 

As  1  fancifully  caress  her  check 
I  note  that  her  incredible  beauty 
OrUy  seems  fit  to  be  here. 
Nowhere  else  is  pure  enough  for  her. 
Only  this  place 

Only  this  time. 
Certainly,  she  docs  not  belong  in  my  amis, 
not  righteously,  anyway. 

I'd  like  to  take  her  lips, 

Aixl  show  them  somewhere  worthwhile. 

I'd  like  to  engulf  her  mind 
In  what  is  really  real. 
What  she  is  exposed  to 
Is  socntirely  a  facade... 
It  makes  me  sick. 

I  want  her  to  be  somewhere 
Where  she'll  be  safe, 
Where  she'll  be  happy. 
Where  people  will  slop  and  think. 


It  seems  funny. 
How  ihing.s  happen  itiLs  way. 

One  scamd, 

!'m  here  in  this  miignifitvnt  pla;c. 

'ITk  ncM... 
...I'm  buLk  vnncwhcrc  lake 

sonicwiicre  uamlucent 
somewhere  thin. 

the  innis  herald  septeinber  1995 


RAD  TAP  TAP 


Few  places  evoke  sudi  thought. 
Few  thoughts  evoke  so  mudi  emoiicin, 
and  F(W  emotions  spaik  so  much  kjve. 

-.there  is  so  much  to  say 

and  so  vety  tittle  usefiil  ink  left  in  my  head. 

Until  I  divide  this  greatness 

Among  those  who  need  it  more  than  I, 

I  am  nothing  but  a  ciiangcd  gladiator 

^  ..:  a  beaten  baibaiian 

...acatacleoldman. 

And  in  my  difference  of  wisdom, 

I  relish  with  the  thought 

Of  playing  at  the  bottom  of  the  canopy. 

In  the  edges  of  the  river. 

Where  thousands  of  lives 

have  died  before  me, 

•  KeOyShaw 


by 

Ed  Gass-Donnelly 


Rap  tap  tap,  rap  tap  tap.  Rhythm  beats  on. 
Monotone  all  the  way.  twenty  cars  long. 
One  after  one  after  one  after  two, 
enter  it's  jaws  as  you  commonly  do. 

(LOOK) 

Sits  in  the  comer  with  paper  in  hand, 
perched  with  the  daily  news,  painfully  bland. 
Pecks  at  it,  pecks  at  it,  eats  it  away. 
Swallowing  sentences,  words  are  his  prey. 

(SHIFT) 

Deep  within,  far  within,  rolls  a  low  hum. 
Grates  out  it's  words  in  a  tone  coarse  and  numb. 
Day  after  day  after  day  after  week, 
constantly  on  the  path,  constantly  bleak. 

(SHIFT) 

One  is  not  like  the  voice.  Colour,  not  cold. 
But  social  privation  has  taken  it's  toll. 
Plasticine,  gelatin,  cosmetic  mold. 
Bright  colour  lost  to  the  new  fashions  sold. 

(SHIFT) 

Glancing,  eyes  dancing,  they  now  look  at  me; 
Them  like  I,  wondering  "what  does  he  see?" 
They  look  at  I  look  at  I  look  at  we. 
journeying  off  into  infinity. 

(RETURN) 

Rap  tap  tap.  calls  upon  us  to  disperse 
into  the  matrices  r+iyL^m  and  verse. 
Bar  after  bar  aflcr  bar  after  line, 
dreariness  fills  the  air  lime  after  lime. 


ap  tap  tap,  rip  lip  tip.  Hark,  there's  a  change, 
succulent  variance  just  out  of  range. 
Not  oil  in  unison,  for  there  are  some. 

fiwt.'iicps.  a  skip  or  two,  in  step  with  none. 

(SAVE) 

Sec,  I  told  you  sj!!!  The  Innis  Hciakl  really  is  a  mag- 
net for  rising  .'Uars  and  literary  tyjes.  If  I  were  you,  I 
would  sa\e  this  issue  uicase  any  one  of  cur  featured 
writers  manages  to  beat  th:  odds.  Then  you  can  tell 
yixir  grandkids  about  how  it  all  started  31  a  funky  link: 
p'uK.x'  kno\™  as  Innis  College,  and  ho«  close  you  wtre 
10  that  wntcr.  and  how  the  bodi  of  )\xi  v.iM  drinking 
this  one  nithL.. 


Purple  is  what  I'm  using 


by  Kelly  Shaw 

A  rice  cake 
has  flown  by  my  head. 

Small  fragments 
have  landed  in  my  hair. 


itchy. 


ences 


So  they  say.  so  they  say. 
Another  Tuesday,  lomoirow  Wednesday. 
A  needle  in  a  haystack, 
A  comma  in  a  book  of  periods, 
A  poem  in  a  stack  of  essays, 
A  door  in  a  warehouse  of  mirrors, 
A  tree  in  a  forest  of  fires 

But  really,  nothing  but  a  blanket  - 
Covering  my  ailing  grandmother's  head 
In  a  thick  cloth  and  paint  style 

Funny,  isn't  it?  how  simple  hinges 
Upon  which  life  exist 
Simply  hang  like  trap  doors, 
Suspended  by  guy  wires 
Over  ridiculously  long  distances. 

Bui  in  this  tin  can 
With  rotted,  fermented  water 
And  dials  with  seaweed,  and 
In  case  of  "notwithstanding's"... 

The  shelter  you've  made  for  yourself 
Exists  only  in  your  own  regime 
And  nothing  penetrates  your  boundaries 

■KeUyShaw 


Rachel's  Dream- 

This  picture  coming  true.  An  empty  loft  (minimalist,  whatever). 
Or  a  field  with  a  house  on  it.  Little  else  matters. 


1  o, 


=J    Ay   F  and 
Now, 


[ul  5kc 


The  things  that  you  find  on  the  shelves 

Aren't  your  usual  whistles  and  bells. 

They  hop  and  they  ring 

And  tumble  and  sin 

And  do  everything  else  for  themselves. 

Hidden  behind  by  new  counters 

Are  boxes  and  fresh  loads  of  flowers. 

Buttons  and  beads 

And  sesame  seeds 

And  goodies  to  gaze  at  for  hours. 

Hanging  above  from  my  ceiling 

Arc  herbs  that  arc  quite  good  for  healing. 

Apples  and  pears 

And  orange  Icddy  bears 

And  a  banana  I've  not  finished  peeling. 

There's  a  rack  right  next  to  the  door 


If  you  long  to  curl  up  with  a  book 
I've  got  plenty  of  those  in  the  nook. 
Some  old  and  some  new 
A  fairytale  or  two 

My  favourite's  'bout  the  guy  with  the  hook. 

At  the  back  of  the  store  stands  a  willow 
And  a  ten  foot  tall  pile  of  pillows. 
They're  green,  pink  and  red. 
You  climb  up  to  bed 

and  snooze  'til  the  sun  finds  your  window. 

In  order  to  find  my  abode 

Listen  carefully  to  what  you're  told. 

Close  your  eyes  and  turn  right 

Walk  backwards  all  night 

Then  sit  down  by  the  side  of  the  road. 

Before  you  there  should  be  a  tree 
Of  enormous  proportions  it'll  be. 
Find  the  leaf  that  is  pink 
Look  both  ways  then  wink 
When  the  door  opens  just  ask  for  me. 

If  you're  wondering  how  much  it'll  be 


Laden  with  sweaters  and  dresses  anc  -^iore.  The  answer  is  everything's  free. 


Bracelets  and  hats 
Runners  and  flats 

And  a  kitten  who  naps  on  the  floor. 


For  your  favourite  stuff 
Is  not  worth  enough 

When  not  shared  with  your  lovcJ  ones  you  see. 
•Jayda  Stewart 


<Lg  story  est  una  three  parts,  eh. 

rintroducuon       (cofth  o  Pcanch 

.  ,      ,       accent,  come  on] 

1  think  1  have  to  shave 
a  little  bit  by  the  nave 
green  sparkles  adorn  my  olive  skin 
with  my  sunshine  absorbed  retinas. 
...leaks  out  between  my  unshaven  legs 
my  little  mole  above  ray  right  brow 
hangs  isosceles  to  the  ones  on  my  cheek, 
my  "smaller  than  pea  soup'  nose 
sniffs  "come  closer,  take  a  bigger  peek", 
i  have  uncreased  earlobes 
which  deflect  me  from  heart  disease, 
i  walk  through  walls  and  flying  drees, 
i  flutter  through  my  fancy  in  some  near 
as  i  fall  down  your  flight  of  stairs. 

le  dlmax 

a  he  ha  ho  -  why? 

heeaaoouur  -  do  you  need  me  to  laugh  again? 
ahhoowwwhat?    he  ee  eh,  eh... 
amphlalha,  he  -  he 

AHHHHH.AHHHHH.hlko     har-uhhhlkth  ah,  ha  ho  ho. 
oh.  my  stomach!    ohhh  hhh  -  my  god... 
ahhech  -  eughmtmma  ihlast 

eughm  -  hum  -  hum... 

le  denouement 


my  coughing  chokes  my  Utile  neck 
as  fevers  run  rampant  in  my  family, 
my  bitten  fingernails  are  very  small, 
when  my  shoulder  straps  come  off, 
the  whole  world  sees  my 

'"••'♦♦•Schploolihschsl** 

and  tables  eat  my  dresses 

and  my  carpel  cleaning  rug-doctorlikc 

T  Shin. 


-  Kelly  Shaw 


the  innis  herald:  march/aprll  1995. 


My  Prince  Charmin-g 

By  Diana  Holec 

My  mother  always  told  me  lliat  there  was  a  certain  special  boy  in  the  world  just  perfect  for  me.  Well,  at  sixteen  years  of  age,  I  have  already  found  that  boy.  His 
name  is  Rick  and  he  is  flawless  in  every  way.  Let  me  tell  you  about  the  heavenly  date  I  just  returned  from,  not  five  minutes  ago. 

Rick  arrived  a  little  early,  about  half  an  hour,  and  I  was  still  blow-drying  my  hair.  The  way  he  blasted  the  horn  repeatedly  made  me  realize  just  how  excited 
and  eager  he  was  to  start  our  very  first  date.  1  ran  outside  quickly  and  hopped  in  his  truck. 

Rick  was  wearing  the  most  perfectly  ripped,  jusl  dingy  enough  black  jeans,  an  interesting  heavy  metal  T-shirt,  scruffy  sneakers  and  an  old  baseball  cap.  I 
almost  fainted  when  I  saw  his  nigged  good  looks.  When  I  looked  down  at  my  skin  and  blouse,  I  suddenly  felt  overtlressed  and  superficial.  He  is  neither  vain  nor 

conceited,  I  thought  I  was  impressed,  for  those  are  two  characier- 


friirc!>s  tare  Ict  trrtr  16  It*  ilW  (•li-mhc  »Wiia! 
»i  C»ir  J*  ii't^  a«^f» i''^  dUjiicc.***™  >•«      fcii  r*#* 


When  we  arrived  at  the  restaurant.  I  wcs  immediately 
in  awe;  it  was  one  of  the  most  eipcnsive  in  town.  We  quickly 
sneaked  in  and  sal  down  because  poor  Rick  hadn't  had  lime 
10  make  reservations.  He  is  incredibly  busy,  deciding  what 
Uails  to  go  dirt-biking  on  and  what  television  shows  to  watch 
next.  He  ha.s  many  rcspon.sibililics,  so  running  to  a  table  top 
speed  a.s  the  maitrc  d'  turned,  was  the  least  1  could  do  to  case 
his  stressful  life. 

When  he  ordered  for  the  both  of  us.  without  consult- 
ing me,  my  heart  began  to  race.  Ttiis  was  a  no-nonsense, 
takc-chargc  sort  of  guy.  It  didn't  matter  in  the  least  that  he 
ordered  linguini  with  clam  sauce  and  1  am  allergic  to  clams. 
The  manly  way  in  which  he  did  it  made  my  heart  thump,  as  I 
disentangled  clams  from  the  pa.sta  the  rest  of  the  night. 

While  we  ate,  Rick  made  some  ca.sual  conversation, 
mainly  about  me.  He  mentioned  my  frizzy  brown  hair  that 
needed  a  trim,  the  extra  weight  on  my  hips,  the  scar  on  my 
chin  and  my  scraggly  nails  jusl  enough  times  for  me  lo  real- 
ize that  1  wasn't  nearly  good  enough  for  hini.  I  vowed  to  try 
and  improve  myself.  Besides,  he  really  proved  just  how  per- 
ceptive and  interested  he  really  was.  1  mean  any  boy  can  tell 
you  that  you  look  good.  It  is  a  boy  who  constantly  points  out 
your  flaws  that  UTjly  cares  about  you. 


Rick  is  also  kind  lo  others.  1  was  especially  convinced  of  Ibis  when  our  waitress  came  around  to  pour  some  more  water.  Rick  look  the  iiinc  lo  compliment  her 
on  her  legs,  her  hair  and  as  he  sweetly  staled,  her  "luscious  lips".  In  fact,  he  spent  a  considerable  part  of  the  evening  just  staring  at  her  to  make  her  feel  more  of  a 
rapport  with  us.  her  customers. 

After  ihe  meal  was  finished,  Rick  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  let  out  a  beautiful  belch.  Wow,  I  thought,  he  even  appreciates  good  food!  Then  he  did  somcdiing 
ihal  really  surprised  me.  He  infonned  me  that  we  were  going  lorun  out  on  the  check  as  fast  as  possible.  I  couldn't  believe  it,  he  was  thrifty  too!  We  jumped  in  his  truck 
and  sped  liomc.  going  over  1 40  kin/h.  This  was  considerate  because  I'm  sure  he  didn't  want  to  anger  my  parents  by  bringing  me  home  past  my  curfew-. 

So  now  I  sit  here  at  precisely  7:30  pm  writing  lo  you,  my  intimate  diary,  about  the  prince  charming  in  my  life.  A  handsome,  take-charge,  pcrceprive.  thrifty, 
considerate,  wonderful  guy!  His  parting  words,  after  his  sweel  goodnight  kiss,  are  still  echoing  in  my  mind.  "Goodnight  Amber".  "Goodnighi  Amber".  Diary,  tonight 
1  will  have  sweel  dreams. 

-Yours  truly,  Angela 


by  Marijke  de  Looze 


toma 


1  slept  fitfully  last  night.  1  awoke  to  images  of  creamy  thighs.  Blood  ran  past  my  eyes  all  day;  everything  was  tinted  jusl  a  liny  bit.  1  introduced  myself  to  a  girl 
today.  She  was  young.  She  was  blonde,  blue-eyed,  and  bouncy.  I  worked  up  a  smile  and  seemed  enthused,  but  all  1  could  see  was  her  second  grin,  the  red  one  crossing 
her  throat  from  ear  to  ear.  1  believe  tliatif  1  had  had  a  chance  to  take  her  home.  1  would  have  let  her  get  up-close  and  personal  with  my  hunting  knife,  but  she  had  a  very 
protective,  very  large,  male  friend  with  her.  My  hair  gets  longer  every  day.  and  my  teeth  get  sharper  My  body  is  preparing  for  a  big  payoff,  a  feast  that  my  mind  is 
unaware  of.  My  bones  hunger  for  blood.  1  eat  my  steak  almost  raw  these  days,  and  a  sparkle  comes  to  my  eyes  as  the  juice  dribbles  down  my  chin.  1  do  every  tiling  with 
a  violence  lately.  I  even  attack  sleep,  fighting  as  if  the  mattress  were  a  woman,  lying  complacent  beneath  my  ihrashing  bixly.  I  awake  bathed  in  sweat,  not  sure  if  the 
wetness  on  Ihe  bed  is  sweat  or  cum.  I  draw  pictures  of  handcuffs  and  garters.  Yesterday,  my  mind  travelled  up  Margaret's  skirl,  ll  saw  her  cool  thighs,  parted  slightly, 
like  overripe  lips,  and  it  .saw  her  belly...  bleeding.  The  blood  dripped  on  the  tile  tloor  in  the  lecture  hall,  staining  it  pcmiunenlly.  My  mind  recoiled  in  horror  at  its  own 
shadow 


I  made  a  friend  onTucsday.  A  spunky 
c\'cs.  a  lean,  strong  body,  and  he  wears  box- 
fine  and  soft,  and  kept  in  a  braid,  and  he  runs 
He  said  he  wants  to  be  a  writer.  I  told  him 
and  sliii  and  skin  can  be  the  UTjth.  and  we 
a  laiitasy  thai  we  call  reality.  He  said  that  he 
iruih.  thai  Ihe  only  truth  lies  in  death.  And 
to  death,  beating  him  w  ith  my  ovcrv\liolm- 
pieces  but  he  faced  me  again,  begging  for 
had  been  loM  in  tlie  deep,  vacant  tunnels  of 
ing  thai  my  unadulterated  angsl  would  fuel 
killed  him  over  and  o\er,  in  every  way  im- 
fcrem  ueapuns.  They  seemed  ui  allnck  him 
Caesar.  Hut  Ihe  nmre  I  louglii  him.  the 
luniinesccnt,  jhoMlike  demon,  standing 
filth.  I  was  the  sine. Is.  I  was  ihe  filth.  He 
Hie  word  pierced  my  eye  like  a  laser  Hash, 
pierced  my  hcan.  I  howled  in  pain,  nty 
inio  laughter. 

The  li(;hl  laded  until  it  was  a  llicker 
makes,  only  with  green  and  purple  llaiues. 
raling  to  a  beat  I  app  ncnlly  could  nut  lie.ir. 
vMinian,  fecline  In,"  d.iiice  willuii  iiiy  shlf 
ajim^  [lie  to  move  .is  wM.  Then  she 
scream  echoed.  iHiuiicme  off  ihe  ss 


kid  witli  3  truck  and  no  facial  hair  He  hascle.u' 
crs  with  cows  on  them.  His  sandy  hair  is  long, 
around  with  too  much  energy  on  his  hands, 
that  only  truth  can  write.  Only  bl.xxi  and  se.v 
cannot  wnie  them  \\  ithoui  blumni;  them  into 
lives  Ihe  truth.  I  lold  him  that  nu  one  lives  the 
dien  I  killed  him.  My  mind  bludgeoned  him 
ing  philosophies  and  pure  rage.  I  tore  him  to 
an  answer  to  his  question,  a  question  which 
my  mind.  1  threw-  myself  at  him  again,  hop- 
my  nrc.  incite  my  thirst.  But  he  suxid  still.  1 
aginable.  I  had  eight  hand-s  that  held  eight  dif- 
all  at  once,  a  kind  of  solitary  attack  on  Julius 
brighter  he  shone,  usisimg.  changing  into  a 
svhole  among  .shreds,  standing  pure  wiUiiii 
opened  his  mouth  and  asked  me  simply.  Wliy"^' 
Hie  bloixl  screamed  dov\n  my  face,  A  stake 
gleaming  fangs  niming  the  frightful  scream 

against  nn  brain  The  llickcr  that  a  bonfire 


r  B.V  luDVir.l.  I  wv^i  vm  c-.  ti..'»  iiA  hr  cno  to  ny  chc.lc    ^  ^^^^^  ^^^^^^  women d.uiciiig  aMund  them,  cy- 

ill  anns,  her  hips  grinding  against  mine,  cnoour- 

d  ariiuiul,  her  kne  convulsing  lo  Ihe  rhyihiii  until  il  foinied  a  paralysing,  panicked  scream.  She  did  not  let  out  a  sound,  but  her 
I's  breasts,  diving  inlti  Ihe  fire,  liem^e  spn  b.icK  .nil,  disiug  in  again.  And  then  her  face  went  slack.  Her  nose  melted  and  her 


MicKilh  run  Ihrough  wilh  her  Iceih  Her  eyes  became  long,  and  diooped  and  safiicJ  uiiiil  il 
faceless  creature,  her  blank  side  turned  niy  svay  us  she  liegan  her  dance  again,  uy  ing  ii>  co 
lasting  fresh  bliiixl.  She  fell  from  mv  arms  and  I  rose  iriumphanih  alxive  them,  the  blixyl  - 
he  ' 
Kecause,         he  said, 


his 


y  iiM,  washed  a«  ay,  sucked  into  the  void  of  llames  Ix'hind  her  She  was  a 
ia.\  me  into  it.  My  laiighier  turned  lo  sobs  and  I  sank  my  teeth  into  her  neck, 
—  mine  or  hers?  —  running  down  my  neck.  A  light  siiitiiunded  my  Iwad.  and 

l>ack. 

uii         question.         I         will         show  \i>u  truth. 


And  ih, 
tlie  innis  herald  September  1W5 


least 


began 


EDITOR'S  NOTE  -  This  is 
part  of  a  serial  entitled 
"Sherds".  Look  for  future 
instalinents  in  upcoming  Innis 
Herald  issues  and  try  to 
determine  the  link  between 
these  short  stories.  Good 
Luck! 

Prologue 

by  Kristjan  Akronson 

The  two  men  sal  back  after  the  meal. 
One,  the  better  dressed  cf  the  two,  took 
out  a  pipe  ami  carefully  filled  it  with 
tobacco.  A  servant  quietly  appeared  and 
removed  the  plates.  The  other  man  took 
a  sip  of  his  wine. 

"A  fine  meal,"  the  one  said. 

"Hmm,"  answered  the  other  as  he 
fumbled  for  his  matches.  Finding  them, 
he  plucked  one  from  the  case  and  struck 
ii.  With  long  deep  draughts,  he  lit  the 
pipe.  "Yes.  a  very  fine  meal,"  he  con- 
tinued, puffing  away  gently.  The  two 
sal  there,  silent  and  content. 

Dipping  once  again  into  his  wine, 
the  scruffier  of  the  two  spoke.  "This  last 
fortnight's  been  rather  uneventful,  I  must 
say.  Just  the  dreary  business  of  life." 

Smoke  lazily  hanging  about  him, 
the  other  answered.  "As  for  myself,  I 
encountered  a  peculiar  lalc." 

"Do  tell,"  the  scruffy  gentleman 
urged,  intrigued 

"Well,  it's  a  story  of  an  artist.  A 
painter,  in  fact.  It  seems  that  for  quite 
some  time  he  was  in  rather  awkward  cir- 
cumstances, living  in  a  friend's  flat,  him- 
self with  no  income  to  speak  of." 

"Yes,  a  common  circumstance," 
added  the  other. 

"Now  this  painter  had  once  been 
quite  prolific  and  sold  many  of  his 
works.  But  he  had  of  late  found  himself 
frustrated  and  unable  to  produce.  He 
would  spend  hours  in  the  heady  atmos- 
phere of  the  oils  working  upon  his  can- 
vas. As  soon  as  a  figure  or  scene  began 
to  emerge,  he  would  drown  it  again, 
leaving  only  a  muddy  confused  scene. 
Always  the  same  form  would  begin  to 
take  shape  before  being  lost  again." 

The  one  puffed  away  at  his  pipe 
before  continuing. 

"This  stale  of  affairs  persisted  for 
many  months  before  he  was  able  to  tease 
the  work  into  being.  Pleased  with  his 
efforts,  the  painter  could  only  speak  of 
his  latest  work  and  its  simple  magnifi- 
cence. So  strong  was  his  praise  that  all 
who  heard  it  could  hardly  wail  to  see  the 
thing.  And  yet  he  refused  this  privilege 
to  all." 

"Peculiar,"  said  the  olher.  drain- 
ing his  cup.  The  .servant  appeared  and 
filled  it,  all  very  discreetly. 

"From  this  point  on,  the  tale  be- 
comes muddled,  but  it  appears  the  artist 
purchased  a  bale  of  hay  which  neigh- 
bours saw  him  slniggle  to  the  flat  with. 
He  seems  to  have  spread  the  hay 
throughout  his  studio  and  doused  it 
freely  with  gasoline,  his  mysterious 
work  still  there." 

The  olher,  quite  involved  in  the 
lalc,  did  not  take  a  drink. 

"The  whole  place  burned,  the 
painter  along  with  il." 

"Enigmalic,"the  scruffy  one  con- 
cluded. 

"Vcr)'.  And  only  intirc  so  bccuusc 
I  found  myself  dining  with  the  gcnilc- 
man  in  question  across  from  his  Hat 
while  the  blaze  engulfed  it.  I  wa.s  seated 
;-way  from  ii  and  so  did  not  perceive  the 
fire.  1  remember  the  meal  well,  omc- 
Icltes.  The  painlcr  seemed  finally  to  be 
in  good  spirits  —  and  he  covered  the 
check." 

Boih  men  sat  back  in  silence, 
drink  ing  and  smoking  lazily. 

"Yes,  t[uitc  a  peculiar  talc," 
added  the  olhcr.  taking  out  a  ciE;.ir  .ind 
selling  aside  ihc  wine. 


the  innis  herald:  march/april  1995. 
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disoritzntation 

ByBorphan 

Awakening  inside  a  cramped  sleeping  bunk  I  tried  lo  remember  where  I  was.  Most  of  my  mornings  start  with  confusion,  for  as  long  as  I  can  recall,  most  of  my 
waking  moments  are  spent  trying  to  remember  just  where  I  am.  This  form  of  disorientation  is  something  that  I  have  gotten  used  to  over  the  years.  But  this  waking 
moment  was  a  little  different.  At  first  I  was  confused  as  to  why  my  surroundings  were  shaking.  In  addition  to  this  I  didn't  know  why  there  was  a  clanking  sound 
permeating  the  background.  Snapping  into  full  consciousness  it  hit  me  that  1  was  on  a  train,  a  train  that  was  bound  for  Chiang  Mai  province  in  the  northwest  of 
Thailand. 


Pulling  myself  out  of  my  bunk,  I  took  a  window  seat.  Being  a  person  who  has  spent  most  of  my  life  in  a  city,  I  was  mildly  shocked  to  be  in  the  country.  I  was 
completely  surrounded,  no,  make  that  besieged  by  field  upon  field  of  growing,  sprouting  life. 

And  for  some  reason  what  I  saw  reminded  me  that  1  was  bound  for  a  funeral  1  was  to  officiate  at  the  funeral  of  my  paternal  grandfather  's  brother.  1  wasn't  just 
meant  to  take  part  in  the  activities,  I  was  to  conduct  them.  This  had  frightened  me  a  great  deal,  since  before  this  funeral,  I  had  never  been  to  one-  especially  not  a  Thai 
funeral.  I  wa.s  afraid,  being  ignorant  of  the  forms,  that  I  would  insult  someone.  In  my  mind  I  had  visions  of  bloodthirsty  mourners  attacking  mc  with  biles  of  incense 
and  sharpened  candlesticks. 

To  tell  the  truth,  the  recently  deceased  was  not  someone  I  knew  well.  Most  of  ray  memories  of  him  were  confined  to  my  childhood,  and  these  memories  were 
vague  at  best.  I  did  like  him,  though;  that  is  perhaps  why  I  accepted  my  role.  And  perhaps  because  I  did  not  want  to  offend  my  father,  who  knew  full  well  that  1  w  as 
the  only  member  of  the  clan  who  was  in  Thailand.  It  looks  pretty  bad  being  Thai  when  a  person  who  isn't  directly  related  to  you  conducts  the  ceremonies. 

Being  in  Canada,  I  would  sometimes  forget  the  social  and  cultural  forms  which  have  lo  be  adhered  to  in  Thailand.  There  are  just  things  you  didn't  do  in  public. 
For  example  it  is  considered  distasteful  for  someone  to  whistle  in  public,  or  in  the  company  of  one's  militaristic  eighty-year-old  grandmother.  There  are  codes  of 
conduct  10  be  adhered  to.  I  recently  came  under  fire  for  slapping  one  of  my  uncles  on  the  shoulder  as  a  greeting. 

This  may  seem  a  liillc  strange  and  ridiculously  anal  to  the  foreign  onlooker,  but  to  the  Thai  it  is  a  way  of  life.  1  will  of  course  not  get  into  w  hat  the  average  Thai 
feels  is  distasteful  about  the  average  North  American,  and  vice  versa.  I  discovered  early  in  life  thai  il  pays  to  adhere  to  the  social  customs  of  any  country'  you  happen 
lo  be  in.  If  you're  in  someone  else's  home,  respect  the  nature  of  their  home. 

Perhapsbeingthcculminationof  both  cultures  I  have  a  rather  unique  perspective.  I  cm  sec  both  sides.  In  addition  to  this  1  can  empathize  with  the  needs  of  both 
cultures. 


I  find  ihough  that  no  maucr  where  you  go,  that  you  do  experience  a  nuxlicuni  of  disorientation.  This  feeling  of  disorienlaiion  can  compel  a  person  to  become 
ignorant  and  fearful  of  Ihc  source  of  the  disorienlaiion.  or  il  can  compel  us  In  grow — [vrsonal  growth  ivhich  i.s  bom  out  of  tlic  nccJ  lo  unJcrsiand  whv  we  are 
disoriented.  Il  is  of  course  imponant  lo  keep  in  mind  that  confusion  is  only  naiur,il...  ii  only  human  in  be  .ii  a  loss  when  conl'ronii.ig  somcihing  you  have  never  seen 
or  have  absuluicly  no  umlcrsumding  of. 

Ill  Th.iiland  ihcrc  have  been  occasions  while  al  a  cafe  or  a  bus  when  I  would  notice  a  foieigncr »  ho  wa,s  a  liille  lost  or  confu.scd.  incredibly  disoriented  with  ihcir 
surroundings.  Strangely  enough  Ihey  oflcii  do  not  communis  ale  their  Oislrcss.  When  al  a  loss  it  is  oflcn  natural  to  be  ;ifraid  to  ask  Wv  aisisiancc. 

Going  back  lo  ihe  funeral  though,  I  was  raiuplciely  ignorant  of  llic  fomis.  cusionis.  and  even  Ihi-  .iiiire  wliich  1  lud  lo  wear.  The  clascr  I  sot  lo  Chiang  Mai  the 
more  afraid  I  becaiuc.  Fear  was  soinclhing  I  liud  (o  gel  o\cr  helbrc  1  could  privccil  with  my  lask. 

And  when  1  gol  over  my  fear  I  asked  ,in  uncle  as  lo  how  lo  conduct  Ihe  ceremonies.  When  1  did  a^k  hini  he  n.is  milJU  surprised,  bul  was  pleased  lo  teach  mc. 
And  with  ihe  knowledge  which  he  had  imparted  upon  mc.  1  proceeded  with  Ihc  lask  al  hand. 

On  this  occasion  I  discovered  again  thai  o\ciconiing  my  disorienlaiion.  ignorance,  and  tear  involved  a  lilllc  bil  of  empathy,  and  courage. 

the  Innls  herald  September  1 995  ^^3^ 


It's  ralher  difficult  returning  to  your  'home  lawn'  when  you  haven't  been  there  {ta  at  least  five  years.  This  is  what  I  learned  when  my  plane  touched  down  ai 
Bangkok  International  Airport. 


At  the  tetniim:!  my  relatives  were  more  than  gracious  when  they  greeted  me.  Even  though  the  event  was  full  of  nothing  but  smiles.  I  couldn't  help  but  feel  an 
undercurrent  of  ncrvoui  expectations.  I  knew  of  what  they  were  all  thinking  when  they  first  saw  me.  They  were  wondering  if  I  had  ch.<inged.  if  1  had  become  a 
'foreigner'  or  if  I  had  lost  my  cultural  roots.  They  were  wondering  if  I  bad  become  completely  westernized. 

Personally.  I  try  not  to  think  in  terms  of  colour,  nationality,  or  ethnic  background.  Although  I  must  admit  that  there  have  been  limes  during  my  life  when  I  had 
tried  to  be  totally  Asian,  totally  Thai.  At  these  times,  1  would  shun  my  Canadian  friends  in  favour  for  ray  oriental  friends,  believing  that  being  Asian  meant  having  only 
Asian  qualities.  I  tried  to  be  oriental  enough.  1  remember  a  time  when  I  even  went  as  far  as  tunning  with  a  Chinatown  gang  to  try  to  prove  to  myself  that  I  was  Asian 
enough.  1  must  admit  that  growing  up  in  C:anada  was  at  times  too  hard  for  me  to  deal  with. 

Only  through  personal  defeau  as  well  as  living  through  mistakes  too  numerous  and  too  embarrassing  to  mention  did  I  leam  to  stop  fighting  myself.  I  learned  ihat 
I  didn't  have  to  sell  out  to  other  people  and  their  expectations  of  me,  I  discovcued  that  I  didn't  have  to  be  totally  Asian  or  totally  North  American.  It  dawned  upon  me 
that  the  only  person  I  had  to  impress  was  myself.  And  in  all  this  I  also  discovered  that  lying  to  myself  about  who  I  really  am  could  possibly  be  the  grcaicsi  injustice  that 
1  could  ever  inflict  upon  myself. 

I  do  not  have  roots  in  only  one  place  or  people,  I  am  neidierThai  nor  Canadian;  I  am  who  1  am.  I  am  all  the  people  1  have  ever  loved  as  well  as  all  those  I  have 
hated.  1  am  the  things  and  places  that  1  have  touched,  seen,  and  been  to.  t  am  the  culmination  of  twenty  years  worth  of  living,  all  of  which  also  includes  my  exjicricnces. 
fears,  expectations,  desires,  and  dreams. 

Although  those  1  love  here  in  Thailand  do  not  at  times  understand  this,  my  patience  in  trying  to  show  them  who  I  am  and  what  I  have  become  is  endless.  I  am  after 
all  still  Borphan. 

I  want  to  show  them  that  even  diough  I  have  changed,  diat  al  the  core  I  am  still  the  same  person.  The  same  person  who  left  Thailand  with  his  parents,  ai  tlie  age 
of  four  to  embark  upon  a  wonderful  adventure,  that  1  am  the  same  little  boy  who  at  twelve  trumpeted  loudly  Uiat  his  Majesty's  Royal  Anny  should  take  over  neighbour- 
ing Burma,  Laos,  and  Cambodia.  I  want  them  to  see  the  same  little  boy  who  came  back  at  the  age  of  fifteen  to  fulfill  the  family  pledge  of  taking  up  the  saffron  robes  as 
a  novice  monk. 


And  at  twenty  1  want  to  assuage  their  fears  that  I  have  lost  my  traditional  roots.  1  want  them  to  know  that  my  western  background  is  wholly  compatible  with  my 
eastern  background.  1  want  my  stalwartly  traditional  eighty-year-old  grandmother  to  know  Ihat  my  blood  still  runs  red  with  Thai  honour,  thai  even  though  1  may  reside 
thousands  of  kilometers  away  that  1  still  honour  the  Sangka  (Buddhism's  monastic  cleigy),  the  Royal  Army,  the  Monarchy,  the  People,  as  well  as  the  family  1  have  loved 
all  of  my  life.  I  want  her  to  also  know  that  even  though  I  revere  my  ancient  heritage,  that  I  also  hold  the  same  devotion  and  adoration  to  my  adopted  home.  I  want  lho.w 
I  love  to  see  that  there  are  not  as  many  differences  between  their  woild  and  my  world  as  they  had  initially  thought  there  to  be. 

Mostly  I  would  like  them  to  know  that  1  am  the  product  of  their  love,  thai  I  am  what  ihey  would  have  me  be,  that  I  am  what  they  have  always  wanted  me  to  be. 
and  that  is  true  to  myself. 


I'm  xtA  going  (o  sugat  coax  ihis  fmm  the  tx^innii^ti's  another  exisleniial  tmtta-bad  warfaliog  of 
minds.  Itmighiintepestyou.  ,>-/--,  •  •    ^  r>   v_  ■  c  <     ,  ■  i       a  " 

K  m  the  meantime,  is  staring  Bi  toe.  TheHa.  The  pipa;  m  tte  carta  1^  rooot  I  haw  stood  iiA 
cfeanir^bupni«coQSUftfbmgmgbttlkfortdiaik{k»  F^xrin.pqxTouL  I'mDoliUnltoscanaQdiabydt^ 
mess  (Uke  a  painia  ii^V  poiiHcd  (hoTsdvo  tm^ 

Dcsiscenc  i,  J 

ThavK>istux>muditoread.tf'onajd)toUstea(o,t^  Ibouihcwcnloftheniiictetnnigh- 
bes.  Isn't  ^  the  ultimate  idlcokn  of  pod-nxdemcl  tmie^  Happiness  is  not  i 

commodity  and  t  a  cynkal  frcak  pn»y  ciiha  on  dw  mskfe  or  ou^^ 
buying  the  pmveibial  six-pack  to  pin  a  friend  to  waldi  the  Simpsons. 

TlicAimeM  needs  anctfhcr  paper  like  v«afl  wart  aoodio-^  (apriojjcstoOradccrX  A 

unauthorized  definiv^  inftbridg<d  lia  wouk)  ind^ 

becorifusedwiihihemixh-)Kacr''Ctte''fQr^JbcitaX  E^ImanjonyouUbeabletopidcupEnragcandany 
ofthehuncln5ds<^otherlkde  papers  tnl^Beacha&laie.  Does  no-ooe  think  dvre  many  other  people  out  their 
making  papers?  IXescveryc«ihiiikthey'n:onihtorJyoneswhohavecvCTbe<ndonebcl^ 
of  posmudemiyn  k  [h^  e%-cryihing  is  a  smorgasbord  of  thcK^^ 
in?  t — r>f  r~      o  f?  1  3  r     l^r     t-^  ^— ■ 


Ye^  yeah  The  Iiulis  Henkt  is  contrtbuting  10  the  gbL  CIjkJ  to  hear  you're  lowing  tie  foty  Line.  A 
buck  of  your  tnoncy  goes  10  us,  so  a^similaie  and  join  us  for  an  otgy 
"pan  lies,  tnah.  heart,  gaitagc"-R.£M.*s  lourshirt)^^^^_^^^  ^^"^ 

TheiconsiM'1egaids"ofsenuoticihoughtaxi'inlelfcctiaI''c£sc^^  Thcy'reihe 
provcrtH^  books  on  a  metaphysical  bocdcshcll  You  discover  them  aroutd  16  or  so^Bunouf^  Otomsky 
McLudun  Cicil  Marcus.  Jua  think  if  they  banned  guicus  ftom  teenage  boys  and  aO  Sylvia  Ptuh  tarn  oil 
teenage  girls. 

I  iim  blessed  by  fortune  to  have  many  of  the  things  I  want  and  need  in  life.  My  talenis  are  minima!  al 
best  But  blessed  with  a  bulishJi  detector  a  mile  wide,  my  resolve  to  >'ou.  readers,  is  thai  I  cut  the  excess  poctk 
ai\gsicrap.  That's  righi-gciyourkjcfcsbefKclhcshirhooscfalJsdown.  Change  the  worU  and  party.  Fuckihc 
stBlus  line  if  )-ou  need  something  to  luck. 

I  could  ram  about  hou'  I  hale  the  v.'orkl  become-fast,  material.  1  hale  maferialism  (usual  cxistenoal 
f^nytine).  Could,  shmodc.  Bui  iv>illlallb£k:k  on  Uicpnxliciai^Qai^  the  saving  grace  of  nujs^  Indulging 
m  the  navel  gazing  thai  nude  the  pedantic  labcUcrs  call  m"gca  13  X  fuck".  As  so  to  indulge  the  readcc  you  can 
slap  me  hhcn  you  need  la 

So  wc  (liticj-  around  our  views  like  butterflies  scouring  the  gartage,  I  dcn't  like  change  but  1  ciavc  it 
like  a  drug  in  my  veins.  1  den  'I  want  to  change  my  views  because  ii-thc  :^ity  to  like,  di&hke,  discern  fjsi  whu 
the  fuck's  haff)ening-is  getting  stau  to  the  Dead  Leua  OHkc  in  the  shufllc.  I  believe  in  an — or  at  least  that's 
what  I  convince  myself  as  pruof-posiovc  we're  ru>t  on  the  way  to  Hcfl.  Hain't  religion  butjiatasdclittiored 
perhaps.  I  believe  in  ntusic-  An  can  remind  us  that  humanity  isn't  cotiydetcly  fuctal  up-  Origin:dity  ousts  as 
long  as  there  on:  new  gcnrrmions  who  find  out  about  the  fast,  the  pniscai,  and  the  ftmire. 

rmbegining  to  thing  i'mlying  />v'-r/.S  .. 

All  the  ideas  an;  used  i^.  There  is  not  "onginai",  Wc  an:  all  unique  cnoUcs,  yet  I  can't  get  over  the 
snraking suspicion ihaiihcie'saaumdoi^oui-ihcre  with  my  narnec^  Sbganins! 
Idc;^  for  Herald  anicics! 

The  precis  of  our  times-  ihc  inasicrs  of  gcmus-  the  Shakspeanrs,  KahiJ  Gibiains  have  all  blessed  us 
with  their  work.  Wc  nucz  bless  them  with  our  absence. 

You  knowyou'rc  truly  despaatc  when  (as  ancx-ex-  U2  im)  )vc  stan  quotnig  Bona  But  he  said  it  bc!i 
truen  obligatory  nspuraiKmal  quote 
evciyanLsi  isa 
every  poet  is  a  their 


n 


All  kill  ihaiiqiinticD  '^If  (v  M- 

ml     ibm  ibeir  gricT 

IracQoliiljijliiigloilieGhil.  <3oiaxad-7a«i»" .  Ajdlcsi^ 
of m wilh our vanh (wcB-iraniiij or atamc) orourdrivcLTlicdrivtlorevtrydayiiva.  Riding ihe aibv«ij 
)wiaD6dtosion.  IJiC»ilymCanadtawtlijBUlycvCTUM"smhiiig"accixt«  humiddays. 

RolW  aa  ma  "po-mo"  canvjj  of  hue,  aiaacnuion  and  fear.  I  won'i  use  ihc  jcnsalional  driveli 
e3icuseor»*Ucvix  lom'linack,l»c«i«6a)klyl'mtiitdofaluddng.allacldng.  Fighting.  Iduoot 

bemoan  flK  6a  of  sdfapressioo.  I  Slink  ili  all  fucki(g  grca  Idcn'nlunkil'sallrebttdtoittnang5l(»,hich. 
lhan)*%.oo)yooi«cn  up  Ih;  sound  crflheCreckojOT^^ 
1  iKok  Ihc  do  li  yountlf  ahic     bcai  ooc  of  Ihe  nx«  ini|»nml 
uixiradoui.  pmonal  idcfflily  (Kiaailialia  1  de^ 

rcvoiusiav  Wc«nootDoop*inllieconsumiTiCTOlutk«i.Kiwcc^^  Buiara  l 

we  doing      Ihc  iIllo^IB^ioo^B^lely.  oveito^ 

woo'I  *on<ireuit? Our Isggca 63i--ttil  wdie aknc  mlhoul  living  "-Ihal 'Sw Uvt  as  «  die,  atooc".  No.  our 

fa  is  lhal  wt  open  M  mouhs  and  dllicr  a)  nolhing  conB  out  (Mihing  lo 

bete  (oolhing  a  oogiiiaj)  or  c)--the  lol  ono-lhal  w  will  never  Ik  heanl  have 

find  cut  »to  our  Maker  B.  or  whai  we're  here  tot.  Thai  M  will  new  be  hcanl  liccausc  ihciv  is 
«n>wherc)lohcarus. 

1^  akmc  Ihe  ghs  of  shiny.  New  Yoricn;  New  Republic.  SPIN.  RS.  Details,  GQ.  men's  mags,  woman's 
i»gs,Bookaiy.Pa8eJc(c.elc.cialinfiniIum.  In  alone  ihc  radio,  the  discourse  going  on  joni.-where.Uli  and 
Righlaral  back  again. 

Slogans  in  lhcmaipns,trilebt-lines  Ihat  reveal  nothing  I 
(3rOisadti:rthc(taldgoc3hni:!)  | 

Fuckiioiiy.  RicitalL    _   

r_    _  6rB-  I       t  /  Jt-\\ 

Dear  god  where  docs  it  end?  "My  pain  is  self  chosen,  tausc  evcty  genetalion's  got  its  own  disease  aiul 
I  -ve  got  mine",  IMial  wiU  it  be?  Will  pruhabtes.  hi  spuu:  ntMxie  can  tor  you  secant.  In 

Hie  albums  of  past  ycaj^  thai  I  wanl  to  boy  when  I  can  fin)  them  in  used  tvconl  stores.  TV  son«s  I  he,ir 
olT  albums  thai  1  hear  on  the  ladio  today  whch  1  now  tiiust  wnic  a  list  of  to  keep  mc-i.  of  ihtin  all  t  m.>n>B)  IbbK 
names  or  nol).  Hk  books  I  iccur  for  in  used  books  slorcs.  ihe  books  (inev  itibly  the  S,X1  luntov  er^  thai  Joii'i  hit 
popeitack  until  god  knows  when)  ttai  1  salime  at  ii  big  swres-  Thi-  euuiHrws  I  wani  lo  si>,i.  ihe  (xM^c  I  J  like 
10  help  thraigh  voluutsering  my  services.  Faces  I  cnicnaol  as  I  am  iion  oil  my  (x-rsonaliu  [xtsi  IK-  (vraA-s  ol 
chaiactOi  TVy  audition  ihcm  for  a  pan  as  a  hcnU  m  this  lucked  up  fti  kup  life.  1  wave  jiu,)  in  a^  ihcy  icluvr 
to  compromise  with  me,  and  as  1  talk  to  ihera  like  Uktc's  a  "sec  faici".  1  niusi  tvaluie  ,i  \  „i-  li>  uig  uini.-,  the 
deteMO.  Hie  ptmo  I'd  like  lo  leave  a  l.lll;  SgdJ^-i"  than  «  is.  Stuff  lite  tli.u. 

Biecutocfslts.  ^       P  ^'  T  e  i\j 

BillteJoe        g4(.^  y^tEK      W;  r, 


Br 


pioaed. 
'I'd  be 


1  Hr;   

accuse  me.  I'm  having  a  little  mubkr  nxonciling  my  soul  with  Ufc.  Can  sou  Jtm.  !  ns  lo  (Vvajilly  ciirus 

WTlal'syourproblem''  Don'lwanttohavcdisscmuialcdinfoniL-aKfl?  Warn  B  live  when;  inloniialMi 
is  regulated,  whcreyoudonl'.ivelhe  bt»mies  you  are  una  ware  of  Ihis  itvlUei  lodUei  iliai  i  has  c  been 
It's  more  like  Slop  the  woikj  I  want »  get  off  before  I  hit  the  windshield 

1  Shalt  cither  fiiKj  a  way  or  nuke  ooe.  Wra  I  was  playing  with  r.iy  BartKS  al  7. 1  jKh't  think  that  r> 
doing  it  without  any  pinner  in  ennw. 

What  is  this  world  of  mine?  The  same  patch  of  grass  that  grew  ai  niy  bockjanj'  .Nope,  not  liu  same 
worid  mymxe.  Wliat  is  our  aan  al  Itc  Herald  hcie?  lb  w  hat  >  To  pw  oul  a  paper  or  l«(VlulK  refl.vl  thi-  ideas  of 
peopfc  that  doesn't  ivhlc?lX)cs  anybody  ie-.Kr?  'W  T a  V'  j  i  i  r'  /  j.^ 

am  I  to  live  out  the  promise  "I  am  a  cliche"?         ■->>-' V  i  U-iVi.  t.   >     ;•'!:,  L-P- 

Hf>-.  r-'^Qre  ^- — 

How  many  nighls  of  dancing  along  lo -Fuck  you  I  won't  do  vvhjl  you  leU  nv ".  lluw  uieiy  sweatin." 
nights  wheie  "IW  hilsihe  air.  Siitmg  in  P.EI.  when  I  llnl  hcaid  ihi-  sc.„g.  T<«  had  it  wasii  t  tnn-  liijic  VeAkT 
had  gone  Waslo  and  died  his  hair  rcdMy  pain  ts  self  chosen,  "cause  every  iwieiaticxi's  jot  us  own  disease  and 
I've  got  mine".  What  svill  it  be?  Will  probahics.  liispacem>onei-anhu-ar>oos.-reaiic  hi  hcU  only  UvvHhers 


€1 


the  innis  herald;  inarciVapril  1995. 


Shelly  Berger:  A  Jazzy  Contemporary 


to- 


Shelly  Berger  interviewed  by  Undo 
Calvin 

Shelly  Berger  is  a  man  Ihal  deeply  en- 
riches the  lives  of  Ihosc  people  who  lis- 
Icn  10  his  music  ...  an  anisi  who  ex- 
presses life's  turmoil  ihrough  a  highly 
ohjiinal  mix  of  musical  inspirations ... 
and  a  human  being  who  cares  enough 
to  share  his  experiences  and  his  talent 
through  his  exceptional  ability  to  blend 
Traditional  Jazz  with  his  own  penional 
sense  of  style.  In  late  August,  1  had  the 
opportunity  to  interview  this  inspiring 
individual.  1  hope  thai  you,  the  reader, 
has  the  opportunity  to  cither  sec  him 
perform  live  or  to  li.sten  to  his  CD  enti- 
tled . 

Q,  How  long  has  your  group  been 
geiher? 

A.  'IXvo  and  a  half  years  its  been. 

Q.  How  did  you  all  get  together? 
A.  Tliere  was  sonic  music  Ihal  I  had 
written  and  I  wanted  to  hcji.  'ITicrc 
were  a  number  of  people  I  wanted  to 
play  it,  and  1  almost  got  them  all  on  the 
first  shot  ...  cverybixly  but  Barry  on 
drums  and.  then,  eventually  he  worked 
into  the  band.  ...  B-jsically  the  original 
band  (is  still  together),  the  synthesizer 
is  ditlereiU  now  though. 

Q.  What  sort  of  background  do  each  of 
you  h.ivc? 

.A.  HvL-y  body  lias  a  jazz  ...  a  rock  ... 
and  soiiio  of  us  have  a  cla.ssical  back- 
ground All  of  ua  have  made  a  living 
by  plus  ing  all  different  styles  of  music. 
1  livoil  in  Los  Angeles  for  nine  years 
play  ing  jazz  and  pop. 

Q.  How  would  you  describe  your  mu- 
sic? 

A.  Colours  and  space.  There's  a  label 
that  comes  out  of  Germany  which  is 
called  ECM  {that  produces  artist's  ma- 
terial with  H  similar  style)..  Pat 
Medicny  is  with  ECM,  the  group  Or- 
egon was,  but  is  no  longer  with  that  la- 
bel anymoiTc  and  Ralph  Towner.  It's 
kind  of  classically  based  jazz.  It's  a 
combination  of  everything  ...  folk  in- 
fluences too. 

Q.  People  describe  your  music  as 
Worldbeat  Jazz.  How  do  you  feel  about 
diat? 

A.  I'm  calling  it  contemporary  jazz 
because  it  fits  into  different  categories. 
It's  very  hard  to  market  it  because  peo- 
ple will  only  listen  to  Traditional  Jazz. 

care.  ttcU  15  (iK  ahcnf  "HcU  is  m.vurll". 

V^Tvu  I  \*uru  wltntr*  15,  wtwvOocs  ihc  Glut,  ihe  jupcmKuin  otaasnuc  shl.  ihc  pcaib  \*c"ir  M[VseO 
iti  (.X  luckily  finX  11^  i-*  irt  of  all  of  ihis  lofomuucn  Orain-  into  Ihc  dimn  m  the  Biles  Moicr*  inio  1  t)lack.hLilc  of  oui 
Ja-ajmwivTC^ei^\TTvkaXrup?Bituai>e*da>  v,iihoolIhctKncfilollhcAixval>p,c  l'nilucK>.  tlcamlafcoul 
hWiografhjci  a-ill>  caitly  Unfortuivil>  I'm  unlucij  Nooiic  Liuihi  nr  the  ihjt  1  was  surtX6«l  to  lno*-liVx 
how  to  ti^c. 

I'ujl  ol  itv  lilUc  guWtw  UjUh'i  liVv  ijnivs  SUIT,  who  rww  swc4lN  lil^c  d  s^car  junct.  ts  will  111%^  uMiw- 


1  Oim'l  VjK<w  wh>  lht7  buOxt  tcjchin^  us  about  njtcmxnng  It's  tlw  011c  thlnj  this  gcinMiuwn  Kis  1  ruluntl  tont 
tA-ru. 

WKii  you  thiitli.  of  all  the  ttotk-t3ooi.s  stittbipO  with  Jt-jlh  [xctjy 

whi-n  yvHi  think  ot  hoittl  wtitt^ii  'ziiK^ 

u  ht'n  y  uu  ihinl,  ol  the  ixx<i^'  slaittng  KuilS. 

siiuiiUliiig  nuVc  to  (vaI  su.«io  at  shiny  ^luh, 

la^jin^  yiTTLlfiti  ai^  oTULin];  ujtislK'  ii^ocipKocs 

ui  t^K-ii  i\\Hm  iivHintcxl  on  Uxir  walls 

i:^\ii  jothitK"aII>  tnsontis,;  *  ith  sv'iiicthutj[  as  miii|i1c  is  h.iii{ui^  (Vstos 
sshtni  you  thiriLof  tam(\is  ncwsiofvis  ( 'at  U  oin 
when  you  tltiiili  of  Ol^tam/Jtwrn  at  the  wsnU 
when  you  ihiiA  itlal,csasl.»Jtot-4UtonuXelVljii-Sls.iw  wlulilis 
wtK'n  youthusL  wiU  .iiiy  of  lfio.v  etousaMs of  t\\^>k-  iiiot^tl^Ts  with  the  v 
iKit  the  (loi/il  ol  D.l.V  '. 


Q.  Whatsortofproblemshaveyouaiid/ 
or  your  group  encountered  in  relation 
to  devout  follovvers  of  traditional  jazz? 
A.  I  did  one  song  after  the  CD  release 
party  at  the  Montreal  Bistro  ...  a  song 
that  hasn't  been  recorded,  but  the  band 
really  likes  it.  although  it  is  too  non- 
traditional..  TNvo  people  came  up  to  me 
and  told  me  they  were  glad  we  were 
only  going  to  play  it  that  one  lime. 

Q.  What  is  the  technical  difTcreiK'e  be- 
tween Worldbeat  Jazz  and  what  you  call 
yours,  Contemporary  Jazz? 
A.  I'm  not  sure  what  labels  they  are, 
but  I  imagine  that  Worldbeat  is  based 
more  on  the  instruments.  There's  not 
really  that  much  "world".  The  instru- 
mentation (in  our  band)  is  your  basic 
jazz  setup.  The  instrument:;  Uiey  use 
are  probably  more  folk.  For  example. 


taking  instruments  from  India  like  the 
silar,  the  tabia,  and  different  types  of 
flutes  dial  tliey  would  use  there ...  tvhich 
is  kind  of  what  I'm  going  to  be  doing 
on  the  next  recording  with  a  combina- 
tion of  Modem  Jazz.  Actually,  it  will 
be  more  jazzy  and  more  Worldbeat  and 
less  rock. 

Q.  More  commercial? 
A.  1  never  go  at  it  like  that.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  if  I  did  a  recording  with  just 
straight  standards  I  would  get  more 
airplay.  It's  achially  less  commercial 
dian  fVaditional  Jazz.  The  pressure  is 
always  on  from  radio  announcers  for  me 
to  put  a  suindard  on  my  recordings  ... 
'Put  a  song  on  that  everbody  knows'. 
In  other  words  what  they're  saying  is 
'Can  you  be  more  commercial*. 


It's  like  asking  an  anist  can  you  put 
more  blue  in  that  painting. 

If  I  wanted  to  be  more  commercial  I 
would  put  more  swing  music.  I  know 
it  would  go  over  belter. 

Q.  Widi  Traditional  Jazz  you  would  be 
more  widely  accepted? 
A.  It's  more  recognizable  and  familiar. 
It's  been  going  on  for  over  fifty  year^. 

Q,  How  do  you  foresee  the  fijturc  of 
die  group? 

A.  I  want  to  record  some  more.  I  enjoy 
the  writing  and  recording  the  most, 
radicr  Uian  die  live  playing,  and  mostly 
the  creative  stuff  between  myself  and 
the  band.  I'd  like  to  tour  some  small 
towns ...  whereevcr. 

Q.  What  places  have  you  played  be- 
fore? 

A.  We've  done  the  Science  Centre  for 
CJTR,  the  CD  release  party ...  and  three 
nights  at  the  Montreal  Bistro.  There's 
not  really  aiol  of  clubs  that  play  jazz. 
And  I  won't  just  play  anywhere.  It  has 
10  have  good  sound,  a  grand  piano.  I'd 
rather  not  play  on  an  electronic  one. 
I'm  Itxjking  forward  to  doing  cotK'crts. 
The  thing  about  playing  in  a  club  that 
is  so  good  is,  if  you  play  six  nights  in  a 
row  ...  it  really  starts  to  come  together 
more  because  you  get  used  to  Ihc  roono 
but  there  's  just  not  that  many  places  to 
play  in  Toronto.  What  you  really  have 
to  do  IS  go  to  different  cities  and  do 
Uiat. 

Q.  Were  you  in  the  jazz  fesiival? 

A.  No.  I  was  son  of  disappointed  Ihal 

I  didn't  get  in. 

Q.  What  is  the  best  place  in  which  your 
present  group  has  played? 
A.  Montreal  Bistro.  It's  not  really  the 
room  as  much  as  it  is  what  your  play- 
ing. Playing  in  this  band  is  my  favour- 
ite thing  to  do  because  it's  the  closest 
thing  to  what  I  want  to  do.  And  alot  of 
times  your  a  sidcman  where  you're 
playing  other  people's  music.  You  can 
enjoy  the  music,  but  it's  not  really  you. 

Q.  What  upcoming  plans  do  you  have 
in  die  next  month  or  so? 
A.  Making  arrangements  to  start  re- 
cording in  October.  There  is  a  possi- 
bility we  will  be  doing  die  Montreal 
Senator. 


Z0OMlrZOC*ft«  ln>airHc«l  B>Srt.&omOit.  NIN. 

I  bfbevcth:.\n|ol  of  the  Apuoaljparts  Dolores.  She  u  11  the  pues  ot  itairs  rniB>-<^ksfiisrertjlwtw'irfic 
leprscntalivr  lijjtjir  of  the  pu>  who  sails  the  boat  10  ItAkx  No-tt's  Beth  l.*ic  ctttk-i  fiwn  t\ims.Se*l 

I  bettes  c  01  the  lutXBT  of  Outlaw  Neciv  'T>ic>  ^i^ncun  ir  pljersars.\jndToei.TUo.  ul,r  ^^ttxrsof  iliA] 
tl^  tai.c  It  ilowi\  It's  tseajl>  fv«  a  nvntost.  and  sax  svc'tt  cmi  of  lane  tOue  i.s  the  afvvalypte  axTvi{  jni  aHI 
tvauty  can  cfjy  laat  a  sct.^:nL  tXherwcf  u  wAifkltt  be  the  Avi  ihN  ssc  sean±  aftex. 

Paal  issues  tif  the  llerakl  within  the  post  If  yrars  or  so  hi^e  fsvtisalon  The  t>alet\jl  t>rAi  talented  Innta  wsikn 
ai\l  isatars  as  (ar  mittnj  as  >s«  libcT^  left  wul#  ansir"  tljf^  jel  Vet  ujne  atvl  tirs:  a^-s.  the  sanv  pcvspk  uho 
ajt:  ms^^ivesi  T>ie  sanv ppt^plc  sKsw  u(\  Wlsit  Jo  [Wple  Jet  ,vil  of  wncetj  tsu  aneskSpapcT"*  Fn.-sai  s ronxyl  of 
f«)vhjc  CSKT^.  that  w hictl  esery\aie  fcvuscs 
tf->trtxiianhxlLbte&  Joo'l  loll  iTte  fof  the  n^v\n.-iesl 

1  nty self  tsdie^t  the  "Settsfta  iULAanj  bnlliant.s.TCOf  my  sbrants  IxTsr  true— <  libr^r>  of  «\^lCTnaI«s 
tniusioX  Aiv>^b«es»fv'llalwajibeai.1vc-Vtsn  tthebeNt  auLVnts  vin  ihe>e  thinjx  tut  I  'm  a  (Tea),  when  ttoismea 
Viww  ITv  kjea  K-tn;  in  a  int  iub*r  t\jt  a,\esajbt  l»lm%  leti  tjnv5  the  siee  vsl'  t^t.^—i.t  aVa v  ev 
ixuaibtlit>  ofevsnmiuuv-atinj  wilh[T\>viie  istiMly  evxsl  EV«t>  worT>  I'mivitalniJIhat  Hv  Utwurae  isolalcsi  1 
tvliesethalalie^aly  haf\vtxO  wN:n  we  buri|vO  ush)  3lin)cthtn(eaUlhctnjtsffialtDe)ReM3liticn(ahnt}  iMilc 
Lhiivshai^vnetlootheway  W'lToirVis  we n:>-ies--*\I). 
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ataj Skill eontuHicloevploreciraDM^  in 
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■O  4>  flSS  This  fell,  your  library  card  entitles  you  to: 


4^ 


Library  privileges 

An  electronic  mail  account 

Internet  access  from  home 


4^ 


WHO 

All  Univereiiy  of  Toronto  audenis,  staff,  and  faculty 
HOW 

First,  get  yout  library  card  Later,  bring  your  library  card  to  any  library-  to  get  your  c-mail 
account  and  Imernci  access,  mwh  for  announcements  in  the  Library 

COST 

Your  library  card  and  e-mail  account  are  free. 

Your  Internet  access  startup  kit.  providing  Pl'P  software,  will  cost  S3  OO 
Dtal-up  conneciions  via  PACXNET  are  free.  Ttiis  acceis  provided  a  Imtiieil.  tesi-only 

connection  ai  modem  speeds  of  9,600  bps  and  below. 
Dial-up  connections  via  UTOIidal  co.st  SO,55  -  $0  65  pet  hour  This  access  provides  a 

lull  and  graphical  conneaion  at  modem  speeds  of  up  to  28.800  bps 
Full  details  of  the  semce  arc  available  at  the  Informaiion  Cximm.ms  -u^.t  ."•  i 

of  Toronto  libratY  jj^^  YouT  libfaTy  Card 


NEW  STUDENTS 

If  you  have  a  paper  student  card,  get  your  library  card  at  the  Sigmund  Samuel  Librari'  or 
Robarts  Library, 

If  you  have  a  photo  ID,  first  get  a  blue  '95  -  '96  registration  sticker  from  your  faculty 
for  the  back  of  your  photo  ID  card.  Next,  go  to  any  campus  library  and  get  a  librar)' 
barcode  for  the  back  of  your  photo  ID  card. 

RETURNING  STUDENTS 

If  you  have  no  changes  to  reix>rt.  your  library  card  will  be  updated  aulomatu-iilly 

If  you  have  changed  your  tume  or  student  status,  update  your  information  at  the 
Sigmund  Samuel  Library  or  Robans  library. 

STAFF  AND  FACULTY 

All  staff  and  faculty  will  be  issued  library  cards  this  fall  If  you  don't  already  have  i 
your  library  card  will  be  nulled  to  ytxir  workplace. 


Watenvorld 

Directed  by  Kevin  Costner 
Kevin  Costner 

Fir5i,  I  thought  this  was  another  sequel  lo  A'ct- 
lionat  Lampoon's  Vacation^  where  they  visit  "Wallv 
World".  Then,  instead  of  "Road  Warrior",  it's  Water. 
However,  J.G.  Ballard  did  alol  of  goixl  this  way.  ex- 
ploring one  element  per  novel.  This  review  may  be  a 
little  laic  but  al  least  1  saw  ihe  official  release.  The 
Ru.ssians  got  a  botilleg  version  before  lite  film  was  ever 
released  in  the  U.S.A.,  only  it  was  so  new  it  even  had 
editing  instructions  printed  over  incomprehensible 
montaget. 

After  all,  I  liked  this  film.  SF  should  get  Lirge 
budgets.  Heaven  knows  N.ASA  doesn't.  Tlie  only  trou- 
ble is  the  budget  allegedly  went  as  much  toward 
Costncr's  hotel  suite  as  the  film.  Luckily,  you  can't 
tell  this  from  the  footage  which  has  !hat  big  budget 
authenticity.  With  a  budget  thai  big.  uii<  can  get  the 
best  hotels  and  still  ha\e  cash  left  over  to  encode  visu- 
als into  ytmr  celluloid.  Costner  must  be  still  attached 
la  his  bttscball  role  froiti  Fielil  of  Dreams,  since  he 
-scctiis  lo  he  inspired  by  the  spirit  of  millionaires  gtiing 
on  strike. 

Costner  works  on  nastyinj;  up  his  nice  guy  lin- 
age a  bit  here,  actually  portraying  himself  as  a  pimp. 
Of  coutNC.  he  changes  his  mind  in  lime,  hetorc  the  act 
is  done,  and  redeems  hiro.scif  by  murdering  the  John, 
in  HollywcKxl,  this  is  what  p.isses  for  redemption.  If  it 
pays  hp  serv  ice  lo  intcgiity.  then  it  can  W  fobbcti  off 
as  itie  actual  iiciii.  cal  it  the  siylislic  version  of  pseudo- 
inicgcity. 

In  the  end.  water  is  almost  the  medium  for  sci- 
ence liclion  iht  outer  space  is.  It  )-.nt  as  bia.  but  hc 
ccitaini>  lu\  cn't  explored  i:  .i^  niiic.'i  aN  uc  couUI.  "iou 
coiiid  sav  li-lai  lis  the  lv;JiluliiV4  ,.l  si,  \^:wk  uilh 
J.is.M!  .lOj  such  adventures.  1-ioiii  luics  t,> 
Ui.'fc.MuT.'..^.  and  cscrs  li.n.i^t'  r./  r/;c  />..7';.v>j  //ii 
.Vo;  and  .\ci;(.'.io.'  i^SV  m  between,  the  |\>s»il-ililic.s 
are  laat.iii^in^;. 

by  Darid  '/.akss 


The  Net 

Directed  by 
Sandra  Bullock 


This  is  cyberpunk  brought  even  closer  than 
iwenty  minutes  into  the  future.  Latching  onto  a  mys- 
terious icon  used  by  a  terrorist  organization  in  inno- 
ccnl  transmissions  turns  the  protagonisi's  life  into  one 
long  paranoid  chase.  Tliis  did  not  have  quite  the  budget 
of  Wa!cTworlJ.  but  it  still  had  its  allotment  of  .Ameri- 
can millions  to  play  anjund  with.  You  would  not  be 
able  lo  tell  this  from  the  advertising  which  seemed  lo 
suggest  thai  the  whole  thing  was  made  for  two  or  Uirec 
cents. 

Tlie  protagonist  is  a  whiz-kid  systems  analyst, 
When  she  fights  back  it  is  usually  with  hercoinpuler. 
or  «hoe\  cr's  computer  is  handy,  as  we  see  when  she 
uses  some  liaiuly  denionsiiaiion  imxicls  at  a  techno 
fair.  I'his  film  updates  the  ever  insipid  chase  genre 
intii  an  insiniction  documentary  on  the  wondcriul 
Ihings  that  can  l>e  done  tir  will  sjKin  bo  possible  with 
Silicon  chips.  Vou  too  can  ni.ike  m,inc>  off  sour  o«n 
home  ssstein  and  you  loi>can  then  be  targeted  b\  Ict- 
rorisi  radicals  tlial  feel  threatened  by  your  U-iii.til.  It 
is  not  that  much  different  from  the  oflice  and  basing 
to  lace  the  other  guy  u|)  lor  the  iiiaiuigciiicni  job.  oiiK 
the  trappings  hace  tr.insioniicd. 

I'erhaps  this  is  a  little  more  relev.mt  th.in  Jiaiult.i 
UulliK-k's  last  big  t'ilni.  ,S'/.',\,/.  1  know  if  I  ha\e  to 
chiHisc  between  c.vplosives  or  high  lech  as  being  a 
ponrait  of  the  coinctiiporar\  woihi,  the  iaou.se  jMia- 
l>vs  probably  win  ovci.  I'll  lu^i  prctcml  I  did  imi  sec 
lJk!.ihoin,;Cil>.of  l.sj.i;.'>  lil.isi  in  Paris  I'll  jusl  iicscr 
know  whs.  vilvil  ll  CsHilcs  the  sp.icc  pio_cr.!iii  the 
rcs|X'nsc  IS,  'W  hy  aioii  l  hc  tce.imi:  il-c  sum  ing  iii 
fiiih-.pia '■■  Ulici!  ll  comes  to  iW  it  Is.  "I  «ji!i  ihc 
ncucst  ;.'.ii'gcl  and  1  «.iiii  li  >esiciJ.is '  '  litis  reiliiilk 
iiigol Dnvcli's  /v.w  coiiKUv  iheaiuivlotc  totlieul>iic- 
meatioiicd  kind  ot  vli.screp.iiics 


Apollo  13 

Directed  by  Ron  Howard 

Tom  Hank.i,  Kevin  Bacon.  Bill  I'idhiiaii.  Ed 

Harris 

1  will  always  remember  the  first  manned  tiioiMi 
landing  allliough  1  was  barely  past  the  cniw  ling  si.iec. 
Something  about  the  transiiiissioiis  on  the  r\'  in  the 
living  rtHun  \vea'  rivcline.  not  oiib  inoiiient.iriK'.  l>til 
enough  to  slay  mulling  in  the  mind  livery  good  K>\ 
had  the  lunar  iiiiKlule  di.iLiranis  on  his  w.ill  fr»ini  .\,; 
ri(i;i!i/  Ceo\;ritpl!ii\  and  those  re, illy  iiri  the  h.ill  li.i,! 
the  .iclual  scale  models.  Moivcvcr  ilic  A\v\\o  \  \  dc 
bade  is  .mother  ni.iner.  >  -  < 

Little  «ere  ihcs  to  know  ili.u  ihc  moon  w.hiI,!  tciuin 
to  lis  ilisi.iiicc  liom  iit.iitkiikt.  .Is  uc  piclci  rcl\  iiic  on 
Ihcsliiillk-  loii,ucissisli...ill>  ckMkoia  pl.il.cl  ii;  .ulciise 
ucb  o£  coiniiuniK-.it Mils  s.itciJiics  i'lcns  s(i,ni  iiobsHls 
will  Ik-  able  to  le.nc  oibii  becius,-  there  w  li!  Iv 
lii.iii)  spumiks  111  the  \sa> 

llils"  IS  .1  leturn  lo  llie  ;-o..sl  oM  .l.iss  nheii 
lliiili.iliil>  u.is  lurllicr  .ulv  .iiiccil  li.ick  liicii  wlieii  liie 
MC.s  said  "c  should  "kick  out  die  jams. '  tlies  iiie.i.'is 
kick  lliciii  vciy  1. 11  a«.i\.  Uc  siiil  .lad  tiie>  ituU  weie 
"jams".  Sec  the ,;.:«:  ol  sssieiiis  f.iiiiife  .ni.i  ,m  espi.i 
Moii  liui  blew  anas  lull  yom  sp.i.vei.iH.  See  ilie 
o!  no  sets  ICC  slat  ion  ncaibs.  no  specslv  lou  irtick  .h  o 
els  vying  lor  >i>tir  busiiicvs.  no  t.'.\.\  i  c.ili  .w.iv 

liie  siruggle  iif  the  biave  .uid  iriii.il'ie  .isin. 
iiaiits  to  suiMvc  Is  pietls  gnppir.i!,  1  ^1;,!  n.^i  !iiu!  it 
ic.hind.tii!  Ill  iciins  vif  sict-v  tension  Iw  .e.ise  1  nevet 
iioiics'il  wli.a  lupiviied  ;o  Vpsili," 
vv.is  imeiesleJ  in  (lie  sp.i.e  !>i--;'i,i 
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LI$TIN<;S  AS  OF  TUE.  SEPT.  5,  1 995 

Tue.     5  -  BOYWONDER  with  MERSEY  and  PAYTON 

Wed.  6  -  Frenzied  Wednesdays  featuring  HANGIN"  TREE  witti  DITHER.  THE  SINISTERS, 
YELLOW  LABEL  and  KICKSTAND  TRAVOLTA  (  No  Cover! ) 

We  will  be  sewing  alcohol  until  2a.m.  September  7  to  16,  for  THE  FESTIVAL  OF  FESTIVALS. 

Thu.    7  -  FALL  DOWN  GO  BOOM  ( cassette  release  )  with  guests  BOATMAN 

Fri.      8  -  cfny  presents  CHANGE  OF  HEART  with  guests  THE  SMALLS  and  PRETTY  GREEN 
( tickets  $6  at  the  door ) 

Sat.     9  ■  Afternoon  ALL  AGES  show  with  CHANGE  OF  HEART  with  MADE 
and  GRASSHOPPER 

{ doors  open  at  2p.m.,  show  starts  at  3:30,  tickets  at  the  door  only  ) 
-  At  Night  THE  MAHONES  with  URSULA  and  CATCH  VERONICA 
{ doors  open  at  8p.m.,  tickets  $10  at  the  door,  19+ ) 
Sun.  10  -  HIP-HOP  Sundays,  LIVE  AT  THE  BBQ  with  D.J.  X.  Mastermind.  DRK, 
Stray  Dogs  and  Baby  Blue 
( free  BBQed  chicken  while  it  lasts ) 
tickets  $10  at  the  door,  doors  open  at  8p.m., 
all  ages  admission 

Mon.  1 1  -  private  party 

Tue.    12  -  JARGON  and  BILLINGSGATE 

Wed.  13  -  MCA  Concerts  presents  TRIPPING  DAISY  with  EVE'S  PLUM  ( tickets  $10  In  advance  ) 
Thu.  14  -  C.P.I,  presents  DIE  CHEERLEADER  and  ECONOLINE  CRUSH 

( tickets  $8  in  advance  ) 
Fri.  &  Sat.  Sept.  15  &  16  ■  THE  BOURBON  TABERNACLE  CHOIR  ( tickets  $10  at  the  door) 
Sun.  17  -  HIP-HOP  Sundays  featuring  t.b.a 

tickets  $10  at  the  door  (  no  cover  before  9p.m.), 

doors  open  at  8p.m.,  all  ages  admission 

Lee's  10th  Anniversary  Week!!!!! 

Mon.  18  -  WHIRLD  {  CD.  Release  Party  ) 

Tue.   19  -  MCA  Concerts  presents  SOUL  COUGHING  with  guests  LOW  ( tickets  $10  in  advance 
Wed.  20  -  10th  Anniversary  private  party  for  club  regulars,  ex-staff  and  the  music  industry! 
Thu.  21  -  REMG  &  MCA  Concerts  presents  GURU'S  JAZZMATAZZ  (  $19.50  in  adv.  ) 
Fri.    22  -  t.b.a 

Sat.   23  -  The  Annual  Food  Bank  Benefit  featuring  25  of  Toronto's  best  acts  doing  3  cover  tunes 
each.  Admission  is  a  package  ol  non-perishable  food.  Doors  open  at  7p.m. 


ADVANCE  TICKETS  INFO: 

•  For  almost  all  MCA  Concerts  and  C.P.I,  shows  advance  tickets  are  available  at 
Ticketmaster  ( phone  870-8000  ),  Rotate  This  (  504-8447  )  and 
Revolution  (905-884-7271  ) 

•  Tickets  are  rarely  on  sale  at  Lee's.  If  tickets  are  to  be  sold  at  the  club  specific  note 

will  be  made  Of  iL  X>tX<>C^K^y>  K)C  «X  AT  K**  K  y  X  <)( 
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Minlc  Mondty* 

featuring  D.J.  Shannon 
spinning  the  best  of  the  early  BO's 

*  no  cover  * 

Tuesdays 
featuring  D.J.  Morgan 

•  no  cover ' 

Wednesdays 

featuring  D.J.  Dwhite 

*  no  cover • 

Thursdays 
D.J.  Steve  Scott 
'  no  cover  * 

Fridays 
D.J.  Steve  Scott 
'  no  cover  before  10,  S4  after  10  • 

Saturdays 
D.J.  Mr.  Pete 
•  no  cover  before  10,  S4  after  10  • 

Sundays 
ice  Cream  Sundays,  D.J.  Jarkko 

•  cover  S3  ' 
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Your  band,  club,  bar,  group,  loos«  knlf  group  o{  tioodlurtis 
could  bff  herd.  ld«  conthwe  fo  sfrlve  for  obsolufff  promofion 
of  loco]  clubs  Q/id  bonds.  "Come.  W«  do  P.R.  life  do  if  good. 


Hi  there.  This  is  ihc  page  of  record  reviews  pundcnng  ii) 
companies  that  pul  out  really  crappy  music  —  you'll  be  ill- 
advised  to  buy  anything  you  find  below.  Unfominaiely,  I 
learned  that  thcnc  wasn't  cnoufh  space  for  a  Toronto  sccnf 
report  in  addition  to  tliis  garbage,  which  wouUI'vc  given  .sonic  ( 
well-deserved  attention  lo  burgeoning  Canadian  "talent",  but 
unless  you're  a  bad  jazz  musiciaji  witlt  a  press  kit,  forget  it. 
Here's  what  you  don't  get  to  read  about  The  Stinkics. 
KnuckJedustet^.  Violent  Brothers,  Blowhard.  cub,  the  Ugly 
Bug  Band,  Blue  Rodeo,  Ihc  Aaron  Keelc  Contingent,  Rubber 
GirJfriend,  ct  cetera,  but  if  you  wanna  talk  about  any  of  these 
or  something  you're  involved  in,  or  write  anything  related  to 
music,  call  me  at  516-0116.  —  YourEditrix,  Noami 


oamiMil 


Cyndi  Lauper 
Twelve  Deadly  Cyns 
(Epic) 

I  hale  to  admit  it,  but  like  William 
Shatner  is  Captain  Kirk,  Cyndi  Lauper 
will,  for  me  at  least,  always  remain  the 
girl  who  just  wants  to  have  fun.  While 
there  are  at  least  six  distinct  periods  of 
Lauper's  work  represented  on  this  ret- 
rospective collection,  I  have  only  ever 
heard  of  five  of  the  1 4  songs  —  the  five 
that  appear  on  She's  So  Unusual,  her 
first  LP.  "Girls  Just  Want  to  Have 
Fun"  is  just  as  cool  a  song  as  it  was  in 
1 982,  but  the  rest  really  have  no  appeal 
in  1995:  no  doubt  "She  Bop",  how- 
ever, would  have  been  a  much  bigger 
hit  with  my  1 1  -year-old-boy  self  back 
then,  had  I  known  Uiat  it  was  about  fe- 
male masturbation! 

The  real  lesson  for  Lauper.  judg- 
ing from  a  sU-aight-through  listening  of 
this  CD,  is  to  stick  to  the  upbeat  and 
goofy,  and  avoid  the  attempts  at  "seri- 
ous" dentist-office  music.  Given  that 
the  second-last  song  is  an  updated  and 
well-done  remake  of  "Girls...",  she 
seems  lo  concur. 

Gerry  Garcia's  Dirty  Needle 
311 

(Capricorn/Columbia) 

Is  this  Ihc  new  thing?  Easy-lis- 
ten'mg,  white-boy  metal-laced  hip-hop? 
Maybe.  Even  if  it's  not,  it's  an  approach 
that  saves  this  disc  from  complete  me- 
diocrity. It's  still  not  great — the  lyrics 
are  pretty  cheesed  (friendly  advice:  you 
don't  need  to  pul  the  "yo's"  on  the  lyric 
sheet)  and  the  riffs  and  beats  aren't  tre- 
mendously original  either.  However, 
the  smoothness  of  the  vocals  and  the 
harmonies  show  more  mainstream  soul 
influences,  especially  on  "All  Mixed 
Up",  and  the  willingness  to  borrow 
from  reggae  is  refreshing.  Basically,  I 
was  ready  to  hale  this,  but  it's  o.k.  It 
goes  by  painlessly  anyway.  And  you 
have  10  admire  ihc  kind  of  social  aware- 
ness that  lends  them  to  declare:  "Guns 
are  for  pussies". 

Kevin  Tliirds 

Blow  Seeds 
BOBO 

(Birthmark  Records) 

A  druninier  frierul  ^1  niiiiL-  s.i>^ 
the  biggc.-.t  problem  wiili  i  i  >.  |.,iiiJ»  is 
genericisin,  and  I  ihiiik  he'',  riiiht 
(thougl'  the  problem  i.'-  by  riu  mc^iiis 
solely  liKal).  The  Blow  Seeds  iuv  a 
good  example  of  thai  probii;iiL 

-Their  style  of  gcnencisni  is  indio 
rockin'.  with  just  enough  low  li  aboui 
it  10  him  ihal  tliey'rc  using  iow-fi  cred- 
ibility 10  avoid  pulling  dough  into  their 


projccL  I  have  no  problem  with  low- 
budget  stuff  —  I've  recorded  enough 
of  it  myself  —  but  to  attempt  to  hide  it 
by  being  low-fi  "cool"  Is  lacky. 

That  aside,  their  album  is  neither 
bad,  nor  good:  it's  basically  back- 
ground music.  You  put  it  on,  knowing 
that  it's  not  gonna  surprise  or  distract 
you.  It  doesn't  disappoint  you,  because 
it's  a  crew  of  competent  musiciaivs  play- 
ing, and  singing  fairly  competent  songs 
that  sound  like  others  you've  heard  be- 
fore (although  you  can't  remember 
which  ones  at  the  moment).  But,  that 
doesn't  matter —  it's  only  background 
music. 

Kevin  Thirds 

Under  God 
Ubermensck  demo 

Speaking  of  low-ft,  this  sucker 
definitely  is.  However,  unlike  the  Blow 
Seeds,  its  Iow-fi  quality  enhances  its 
appeal.  These  guys  play  raw  punlc,  in- 
dustrial-flavoured tunes.  Drum  ma- 
chines and  melal-fu2z  guitan  are  cou- 
pled with  ominous  vocals;  there's 
enough  sloppiness  to  make  it  cuddly  in 
a  gloomy  sort  of  way,  i.e.,  Soulstorm 
recording  for  K  RecortJs, 

Lyrics  are  the  downside  of  this  al- 


Rancid 

...And  Out  Come  the  Wolves 
(Epitaph/Cargo) 


In  June  of  1981 ,  Washington,  DC 
hardcore  band  Minor  Threat  released 
their  classic  self-titled  7".  In  three 
ways,  this  release  was  a  definitive  event 
for  American  hardcore.  First,  it  was  the 
third  release  on  Dischord  Records,  a 
label  formed  by  Minor  Threat  singer 
Ian  MacKaye  and  drummer  Jeff  Nel- 
son to  support  the  local  punk  scene. 
While  Dischord's  musical  scope  has 
broadened  considerably  since,  it  re- 
mains fiercely  independent  and  free  of 
corporate-rock  ties,  even  while 
Dischord  bands  such  as  MacKaye's 
Fugazi  sell  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
each  new  1..P. 

Second,  ihe  EP  featured  a  song 
called  "Straight  Edge".  This  song 
scnxd  !o  provide  a  name  for  the  bur- 
geoning anii-alcoliol/-drug  sentiment 
ihiit  had  rjkin  over  DC  punk  and  was 
soon  10  spread  all  over  ihc  world.  For  a 
scene  sick  of  tired  old  Sid-Vicious  sierc- 
Qiypcs  and  chcoscball  dnjnk-punk  char- 
acters, straighiedgo  was  an  idea  that's 
linio  had  conic,  and  Ihc  philosophy  re- 
inairii  a  strong  force  in  hardcore  today. 

Third.  Ihc  accelerated  tempo,  raw 
guiiar  poucr  and  gravely  vocals  that 
nude  up  .Minor  Threat's  sound  have 
defined  c.u^Iy-"SOs  American  hardcore 
possibly  more  than  any  olher  band  and 
Uiey  were  never  m  finer  or  more  pow- 


bum,  embarrassingly  dumb  attacks  on 
cops  and  yuppie  types.  I  like  a  hearty 
round  of  yuppie-bashing  as  much  as  die 
next  mid-twenties  unemployed  musi- 
cian, but  these  lyrics  manage  die  diffi- 
cult feat  of  making  Crass  seem  intelli- 
gent and  subtle.  I  was  hoping  they  were 
satirizing  Ihe  whole  genre  of  "political" 
lyricism,  but  nope  —  they're  serious. 
Even  Rage  Against  The  Hype  Machine 
That  Faxed  Every  Paper  In  The  West- 
em  Hemisphere  To  Let  Us  Know  How 
No  -  Bullshit  They  Were...  where  was 


erful  for  than  on  ihis  debut  record.  No 
metal,  no  mohawks,  no  melody...Jusi 
hardcore. 

So,  if  this  is  a  Randd  review,  why 
have  I  just  spent  three  paragraphs  dis- 
cussing Minor  Threat?  Well,  you  see, 
Rancid's  big  trip  is  ripping  off  the  past 
in  order  to  create  a  market-friendly  post- 
grunge  cartoon  replica  of  punk,  based 
primarily  around  a  toad-warrior  fash- 
ion of  such  second-string  UK  leather, 
bristles,  stud  and  acne  poseur  faves  as 
GBH  (Great  Big  Haircuts)  and  the  ever- 
more-pathetic Exploited  and  radio- 
ready  rip-off  of  die  first  three  Clash  LPs; 
certainly  nowhere  near  what  anyone  but 
a  Spm-magazine  reader  would  call  hard- 
core, but  just  "punk"  enough  lo  get  them 
in  on  the  Bad  Religion/Green  Day/Off- 
spring punk-lite  hype  campaign.  It's  no 
surprise,  then,  that  the  band  would 
choose  lo  blatantly  sieal  the  cover  of 
the  aforementioned  Minor  Threat  7", 
adorn  it  with  a  few  "punk"  image 
signifiers  (mohawks,  Doc-Moron  boots, 
black  nail  polish)  and  use  il  for  Ihcir 
new  CD.  Instant  "old-school"  points, 
right?  Now  maybe  the  skaters  will  line 
up  along  widi  the  mall  punks! 

What  is  ironic  and  totally  uninten- 
tional, I'm  sure,  is  the  complete  regres- 
sion Uiat  this  CD  represents  in  compari- 
son to  the  very  record  that  it  rips  off. 
It's  designed  purely  lo  sell  uniis  of  ul- 
Ira-lame  "indie-rock"  label  Epitaph 
(and  might,  evidence  seems  lo  suggest, 
actually  be  on  Epic  —  stay  tuned  for 


I?  Oh  ya  —  Rage  Against  The  Ma- 
chine's "Cock  While  You  Suck  And 
Smile"  have  better  lyrics.  Then  again, 
Ihe  music  is  kinda  fun.  It's  your  call. 
You  can  reach  Under  God  by  writing 
John  Magyar  @  876  Broadview  Ave., 
M4K  2R1. 

Kevin  Thirds 


more  on  this  latest  bit  of  sUeet-cred-pte- 
serving  corporate  trickery)  directly  op- 
posite to  the  pioneering  DIY  ethic  of 
Dischord.  Il  champions  a  shallow,  fash- 
ion-based guiter-punkydrug-addict  life- 
style forwhich  straightedge  was  explic- 
itly intended  to  prescni  a  positive  alter- 
native. 

Finally,  for  all  the  PR-material's 
rhetoric,  the  music  goes  20  years  into 
the  past  to  resurrect  early  British  punk 
and  then  fucks  diat  up  widi  slick  Epi- 
taph production  and  an  overdose  of  ge- 
neric fake  ska.  It's  catchy  and  well- 
played  (and  admittedly  better  dian  their 
last  fiasco.  Let's  Go)  but  It  gets  old  re- 
ally quickly.. .and  it's  definitely  not 
hardcore. 

Jerry  Garcia's  Dirty  Needle 

Speaking  of  stealing  riffs,  Rancid 
ain't  got  nothing  on  Parade  of  Losers, 
who  graced  the  Velvet  Underground  this 
summer.  They  are,  of  course,  die  real 
thing:  street-wise,  real-as-fuck  pissed- 
offpunkrock.  They'lliellyousothem- 
selves  if  theirmanager  lets  them.  They 
sound  exactly  like  what  you'd  get  if  a 
bunch  of  A  &  R  people  got  together  lo 
create  a  punk  band.Theirsongsgosona 
like  this:  "Bad  Religion  iniro, 
Decendenls'  verse  riff.  Green  Day  cho- 
rus, early-DRl  thrash  bit,  back  lo 
Decendenls  riff".  "Generic"  is  just  loo 
lame  a  word  and  loo  emolionally-iicu- 
irai:  there  is  a  cold,  evil  purpose  be- 
hind Uieirgcnerecisni.  Ihcy  have  stage- 
banter  Uiat  goes  like  this:  "This  song  is 
called  "People  Suck"  but  not  you.  To- 
ronlo,  cuz  you  fuckin  rock!"  or  'This 
song's  called  "Altitude  Check"  and 
when  I  say  that  1  want  you  all  to  yell 
'Fuck you!'".  My  friendAmy  changed 
dial  lo  "You  suck!"  and  yelled  il  all 
nighl.  She  is  punk  rock.  POL  did  one 
of  the  most  by-lhe-book  equipment- 
smashing  scenes  I've  seen  and  ran  back- 
stage to  drink  Coors  Light.  ITiey  are 
not  punk  rock, 

Kevin  Thirds 


the  innis  herald:  march/april  1995. 
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Who's  Tommy  ? 


Pete  Townsend  and  the  Who's 
Tommy  is  a  sensational,  dazzling  and 
supci  charged  visual  and  auditorial  ex- 
plosion from  beginning  to  end.  Regard- 
less of  which  Gencralion  you  may  come 
from,  this  is  a  once  in  a  life  time  musi- 
cal that  will  be  talked  about  for  decades. 
There  arc  no  Nine  Inch  Nails  songs  or 
REM  depressing  themes  (what!??  il 
this  being  rhelorical  or  jusi  bailing  the 
layour  editor? -ed.).  What  Tommy  of- 
fers the  audience  is  a  non  -  stop  cnlcr- 
laining  musical.  Although,  many  would 
call  Tommy  a  live  music  video,  and  they 
have  go(xl  rciison  lo  state  this,  il  is  none- 
theless visually  stimulating,  eye  leas- 
ing and  inlelligcni. 

Tommy  is  an  excellently  weaved 
slory  about  a  child  who  witnesses  the 
Jcalh  of  liis  father.  He  is  Iraumalized 
and  is  unable  lo  speak.  His  inability  to 
speak  leads  lo  his  abuse;  physically, 
menially,  and  .sexually  by  hi.'i  family. 
Tommy,  now  considered  by  many  d<K- 
tors  deaf  and  dumb,  learns  lo  play  pin- 
ball,  hence,  earning  his  nickname  -  I'in- 
ball  Wizard.  Il  is  through  pinbail  ihal 
he  iKgins  lo  find  himself.  I  found  lliat 
Peic  Tuwnscnd".^  slory  aboui  hope, 
farih.  and  hcaiiiig  was  superbly  put  to- 
gether on  stage  by  direcliir  ties 
McAnulT.  His  ability  lo  icll  Tommy's 
siury  through  his  eyes  on  stage  tran- 
scends good  slory  idling,  it  illusiraies 
jusi  how  good  McAnuff  really  is  as  a 
director. 

Unlike  other  musicals  like 


H.K.  iT.MmntJlld  TK.C.W4Wl>  tn  j  Ii.mii  llx-(  4a»luil  rtvinw 'J  p^  ^Vh.-  -  IU> 
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Showboat  or  Miss  Saigon,  The  Who's 
Tommy  is  not  a  poorly  written  or  per- 
formed piece.  From  the  moment  the 
curtains  go  up,  the  musical  has  a  life  of 
its  own,  it  has  the  ability,  through  (he 
excellent  performance  of  Tyiely  Ross 
to  its  supporting  cast  to  sustain  itself.  It 
is  ptovocalive  and  entirely  brilliant 

Even  with  the  few  complaints 
that  I  found,  were  not  enough  to  rain 
ihe  evening.  Tommy's  brilliance  is  in 
iis  auditorial  effect,  thus,  the  some  limes 
distortion  of  die  music  was  problematic. 
This  sometimes  made  it  difTiculi  to  un- 
derstand what  die  characters  were  say- 
ing. In  addition.  Tommy  utilized  the 
whole  stage  for  full  effect,  thus,  our 
seals  were  in  the  side  which  led  to  great 
difricultics  in  seeing  the  full  show  in 
iis  cntii^ty. 

What  differentiates  Ihis  music 
from  other  musicals  is  the  theme  and 
the  presentation  of  the  theme.  Child 
abuse,  mental  and  physical  abuse,  and 
sexual  abu,sc  arc  issues  which  are  noi 
generally  addressed  in  musicals.  To  take 
these  traumatic  issues  and  knit  them  to- 
gether in  a  high  impact  and  entertain- 
ing musical  is  not  just  a  reflection  on 
Pete  Townsend's  genius,  but  also  on 
coauthor  and  director  McAnuff 's  vision 
and  ability  lo  present  a  truly  awesome 
display  of  lights,  music  and  siorylell- 
ing.  If  you  have  lo  see  just  one  musical 
this  year.  The  Who's  Tommy  is  the  one 
that  you  jusi  can'i  pass  on. 
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flbSoIutete,  InSanel^  Crazy  fop  [raz^ 

for  You 


hyHKC 

Funny.  Vivacious.  Absolulcty 
amusing.  They  ate  jusi  a  few  words  lhai 
can  best  describe  this  new  Gershwin 
musical  comedy.  Craty  for  you  is  a 
breath  of  fresh  air  in  Toronto's  string 
of  serious  musicals  such  as  Miss  Sai- 
gon, Showboat,  Phantom  of  the  Opera 
and  Tommy.  Tliis  light  hearted  love 
comedy  brings  oui  Ihe  joy  and  happi- 
ness in  joy  and  happiness. 

Crazy  for  You  is  in  some  Iran- 
scendcnljl  way  a  "I'hrecsome".  Actu- 
ally Il  is  a  slory  about  Iwo  guys  and  a 
girl.  However,  il  isn'l  about  a  homo- 
sexual who  likes  a  siraighl  guy  who 
Itkcs  a  girl  wlu>  likes  Ihc  homosexual. 
Hic  cuiu-cpl  lit  Ihc  llirccsoiiic  comes 
inui  ihc  slory  by  accidciil  than  anyllimg 
else  The  Slory  is  aboul  a  woallhy  man. 
Ill  bby  Child  who's  iiioiher  wanls  him 
lo  h/rci.  lose  on  a  Ihcaltc  cm  ncd  by  Polly 
liakcr,  a  resident  of  Deadlock,  Nevada. 
Although  Hobby  warns  lo  be  a  dancer, 
he  isn'l  able  lo  impress  Bcla  Zanglcr, 
hence.  Uobby  giws  lo  Deatlr<K"k  lo  r*- 
posscss  Ihe  'llicalrc. 
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Mambffo  ut  Ihr  compinv  In  Ihi 
piemltfc  production  ol  tht  riBw 
playing  at  Tftt  Roval  AlaiandM 

oiubviant  numbci  ')  Col  Rvihm' 
C*rtn<«in  mw«lc«l  comaay  Cn*2Y 
Thvalra.  3tO  King  Si  W«ki  Tickai 

rom  Ihv  Ctnioitn 

fOn  YOU.  MOW 

At  Deadrock  he  meets  Polly, 
who  quickly  discovers  dial  he  is  sup- 
pose to  repossess  the  Theatre  al  which 
point  she  despises  Bobby  for  lying  to 
her.  This  sets  the  scenario  where  Bob- 
by's only  recourse  is  to  try  to  prevent 
his  modicr  from  repossessing  the  Thea- 
tre. He  recruits  dancers  from  New  York 
to  help  him  put  a  show  in  Deadrock. 
helping  10  help  pay  off  his  mother. 
Bobby  is  disguised  as  Bela  Zangler. 
^vhom  Polly  falls  madly  in  love  with, 
noi  knowing  thai  she  is  in  fact  falling 
in  love  V.  Idi  Bobby.  When  die  real  Bela 
Zangler  arrives  in  town.  Ihe  hilarious 
play  on  words  and  slapshlicks  begin. 

The  substitutes:  Laurie 
Murdoch.  Scoil  Drcwilz.  Michael 
Raw  lcy.  Rcnnie  Wilkinson  and  Dinah 
Chrisiic.  who  plays  moihei.  all  pcr- 
fomicd  superbly.  Everyone  wa\  just 
grcal. 

Il  was  a  fun  and  entertaining  af- 
icmiwn  lor  all  panics  involved  We 
even  saw  Ed  Mirvish  himself  in  the 
audience  enjoying  this  hilarious  musi- 
cal. 

This  isdcfiniicly  Ihc  musical  10 
bring  somciinc  special. 


Ccincicljcin  Enu ironmentcil  Solutions 


lyWFL&S.C. 


What  is  Canada  doing  in  t«ms 
of  promoting  Canadian  Environmental 
Solutions?  Well,  Industry  Canada  has  a 
new  multimedia  package  which  is 
called  Canadian  Environmental  Solu- 
tions. This  new  package  is  designed  to 
provide  the  user  with  a  quick  list  of 
problems  and  solutions  at  the  touch  of 
their  fingertips.  This  information  pack- 
age is  in  its  preliminary  stages  and  will 
be  in  CD  ROM  form  later  this  fall.  The 
user  is  able  to  search  for  specific  envi- 
ronmental problems  and  solutions  by 
simply  typing  in  key  words.  These  en- 
vironmental problems  may  be  relevant 
to  all  sectors  of  the  economy,  both  do- 
mestically and  internationally.  The  pri- 
vate industry,  all  levels  of  governments, 
academics  and  consultants  have  found 
the  Canadian  Environmental  Solutions 
to  be  very  useful.  This  new  product  by 
Industry  Canada  is  user  friendly  and  has 
an  on-line  help  feature. 

Environmental  problems  dealing 
specifically  with  water,  air  and  soil, 
which  dominates  many  industry  sectors, 
especially  in  the  municipal  level  are 
dealt  with  in  this  multimedia  package. 
The  objective  of  this  product  is  to  con- 


tain SOOenvironmental  problems,  1000 
solutions  and  descriptions  for  those 
problems.  In  addition,  this  product  will 
supply  600  companies  that  will  supply 
those  solutions,  their  contacts  and  their 
phone  and  fax  numbers.  Companies  are 
free  to  participate  in  the  Canadian  En- 
vironmental Solutions  free  of  charge. 

This  multimedia  package  will  be 
updated  on  a  continuing  basis  to  ensure 
accuracy  and  new  companies,  problems 
and  solutions.  The  importance  of  this 
Canadian  product  is  that  it  supports 
Canadian  companies  and  Canadian  con- 
lent.  Thus,  the  companies  supplied  for 
the  solutions  will  not  only  enhance  their 
exposure  in  the  environmental  industry, 
but  help  booth  our  economy.  This  pack- 
age was  the  only  proposal  presented  at 
the  G-7  meeting  in  Halifax  this  year, 
which  help  promote  this  product  over- 


Furthermore,  this  package  is  also 
on  the  Internet.  Tlie  Environmental  Af- 
fairs Branch  of  Industry  Canada  has  de- 
veloped an  environmental  industry  net- 
work, called  ENV-i-NET.  It  is  an  on- 
line bulletin  board  service  (BBS)  that 
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Canadnn  Environmeatal  Solntions 


Caxtrt  for  Analytical  and  Environmental  Chemistiy 
(CAEC) 
tZarleton  University 
ll25ColaDdEtrDr. 
Ootm.  OnUriD 
KISSBS 


m 


Dr.  Robot  Boric,  Mmificr 

(613)783-3841 

(613)78fr-3749 


aliows  companies  to  obtain  informatian 
on  a  wide  range  of  ertvimnmeni  related 
issues.  ENV-i-NET  provides  updated 
information  as  new  material  is  continu- 
ally being  added.  This  material  includes 
national,  iotemational,  private  and  pub- 
lic sources.  E^^V-i-^3ET  is  perfect  for 
any  party  interested  io  the  environment. 
This  product  has  been  a  successful  in- 
formation source  for  private  compa- 
nieSf  governments,  academics,  agen- 
cksj  associations^  and  other  such  con- 


ENV-i-NET  is  FREE  to  any 
Canadian  user  and  can  be  accessed  via 
modem  by  dialling  1-800-507-7456. 
The  minimum  requirements  for  con- 
necting to  ENV-i-NET  are  at  least  286 
IBM  compatible,  a  1200  to  14.4  baud 
modem. 


Orftahaskm  OwTkwi 

flZASERCHCAFACm: 

TbeCAEChiaoqpCTtBeintMlytictlnMdMddeve^^ 
5)^ttm^  ODiDjnuad  synthesis.  iDd  oni^^ 

PJtOJECrS  UNDERTAKEN: 

Detaromtlion  of  pesticides  ftod  bobiddes  in  tutunl  vnlOT. 
Supenritical  fluid  extnctkn  cfcr;g£3iics  di^^ 
Defiommitka  of  scjubiliti<3  of  phmiccuti^^ 
Sepsrtii<u  cftuttsDai  coti  processbg  products 
^iiaieMofiotlytkalgtiaidpdanKhidingpQl^^ 
estoi,  aol  ooBgtocrs  of  tcDo^ihcDc. 

^iFdiciljaa  of  td^  silaisityQbtsaoiDdtothctQKlr^kaafmaiinii  trioocida 
Af^ticitkiDafhi^  iUteiml^uttrtsouadiolbethsttwlkKiofcr^^ 

RESEARCH  ORGANJZATIOH: 

Tbe  CAEC  rcpicsenla  ttic  ocpotise  of  s  dhwiK        ^  c^K^^ 

NAiknal  Kca^rch  CoudcQ  Csojula,  Envircmii£ol  Cizuda,  AgnoiUuc  wd  Agri-Food  Cuocb,  Oatajio  Kt^nistiy  of 
£acTgyuid£avijniniait,H£«ldiCaiiada,aixiNtl]i^  Vmually  eva;  lype  of  uulytical  cbaoical 

imtnanenlUioo  U  avoiikble  &roug}i  the  Cottra 

Monbcn  of  the  Ceom:  have  combbedotpcrioKewiihiDasicuInccs.  eg.  ur.wivia,  soil  iuxto4bcr  solids  including 
moi^  tbs  coouDaa  extrK^iooAiocKxslTUioa  tccfamqucs  &3  wcU  u  nuuy  rcvenc  onoosis/ultn&ltratiaa  and  soUd  phase 
£>'Dlbc£is  Dfrnitauls  fcr  toxicotogica]  studies,  as  ncasA  ccunples     isoQUnciIly  pure  (xogeoen  of  tox^hcne 
iodus&y  tod  govcninKot  in  rcswch.  dcvetoprocnt  sod  toJuucal  expertise  la  asast  e&vironnKnLU  or  <xootKiue  policy 
moddUog,  symiKsis  of  omcrials  for  toxicolDgicA]  studies,  as  tnalyticd  standards  or  loriabolic/dcooniposiiico  products 
Two  roceol  cxaiiq>I«s  arc  iaxooically  pur:  coogcocn  cf  tcoupbeoc  uid  pofycUorinaled  [upbUukncs. 

The  tskms  of  mexDbcrs  of  Lbc  Ccrurc  have  been  utilizod  by  industry  and  go%-cnmi£iit  iureseait:!).  dcvcii^unoU  and 
consulting.  Tlu  monbcrs  of  Uk  CciUrccaa  also  oiB?  technic 
planning,  eg.  a£%s=incst  of  technical  titersture  oiuitDodciliag. 
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Dr  Robat  Btalc.  Ph-D  ,  Mnnaga 

Df.  C.L  duucartbarti.  Ph.D..  Profisaor 

Dt  E<hvard  P  C.  Ui,  Ph,D..  Associ«lc  Profcssctf 

Dr  Pcdcr  Kruus.,  Ph  D,.  Prafessor 

Dr.  Br^-aa  HoUtbooc.  Ph.D  ,  Prcrfcssor 

Dr.  Rubcti  WiKblnun.  PhD..  Associate  Professor 
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This  year,  take  the  time. 

Learn  how  to 
better  protecfyourself 
'    against  violence.  ' 


+  S«lf^O«rMu«  (or  Gaf  Mm 

ISuinbyvto  13.  20  and  3'? 

12  noon  -  JiOOp-m  SlflCfciaWSi 

*  tVco-Do  Sdf-Defensc  for  LolHafu 

2  SatonJjyv.  iin.  H  »nO  Feb,  3 

*  Woa-Do  SeIM>ef<ii'.£  far  Wo(n« 

2  Sundayi.  J4».  2i  lAd  M  *. 
IO:Wi.[ii  -frOOp.m        Hen  Home 

*  Wen-Do  for  Wooien  of  Ciriour 

2  Sundj jj.  .^4^J  lOmliT 

[ftOOim.  -O-OOp.m         Wcmen't Crrurr 

O  H'cn-Do  for  Moau  and  OaugbUm 


S  WaktadK]^  0<x  11  w  Nov.  I 

4t  l^tea  Sdr-Praudloa 

J  Ssiicnla]>3.  Oct.  Z\  to  Kk.  X 
IftWa-m  -  1:30p.m.  HanHwx 
far  nwB  anJ  <MnKn 

SMoactoyL  On-  tbioNo.  13 
6:»-».»p,m  Ne*C«Jcje 

*  &iMle«mM  for  Gar  Mu 
2  Sirvdijri.  On.  U  ami  21 
12  nxu  -  4:30  p.nv       3 19  Chore*  St 

«  H'cD-Oo  SdMMeiM  (or  LdbUas 
2SBuni»jri.  Nw.  It  ud  tS 

9:00*111  -S;00pm  5190.an*Si 

Hiai-DoSetr-D«fco*»forH«tten 

2  SaoiHiyi.  Nov,  II  uJ  19 

lO-.OUa.m  ■  a.OOp.m        Kin  HoB»e 


tew  978-2218 
f?rfflsrr^.(ai  978-1485 


i  ih«  u  «  T  Wcinwi-*  Cm*,  ana 
1  W«3iaCriurcnCornrT>go«yC«f*» 
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UJVO  0,05  OnniA.  ^exaCd 
On<ii.PiaatotA:  yotmAcCf 


o  to  100  in  50  tLE.c.ond6. 


VaCiLeA.  a/LC  afi  to  yoa-aoivloitanc 
divEAi^ity  aK£.  weCaome. 


CoTjununLcation 
^lading 
O'cac/iin.Q 
WonkCoad 

JH[any  f  oand  tfie.  expLE^icnac  to  Be.  CiAc  nxodt 
LLnLucnALty  Ce-ubC  cotitie.-  you.  onCy  get  wHat  you.  fiuLt 
into  to  (eg.  deciding  to  ancate).  CTCJ^  inAPiuatonCi. 
wcnc  jiotcntiaCCy  HeClifaC,  (mouidcd  fi££.dom.  of 
ExjineAiiion  and  encoanagc  cxtncTrLLun  w fxcKcve/i 
(loii-iBCc. 


Wnite  foK  t&c  4£.KaCd 
'Win.e.d  fon.  tHe.  Jfc^aCd 


Qu.it  you>i  lii(i  'zineti. 

'ia6.B.  youK  fii^jiis.  deenei 
'j  fzKow  on  ^oTHE.  ^ig/2tzou.c^  new 
viBci  Qjid 
3-oLn  tUc  JfcnaCd 


£<^cnyone  i^  cKcati.^,  if  tUy  d>io^  tHein  tinetm^^^ 
We  ayit  ojxcn  to  tfzz  zxtnane  and  aCCow  fon 
cicatLVLty  cx^izciiion 
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